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FOREWORD 


I want to thank you all for coming along with me on this wild ride 

through Tir n’Aill with Abigail and Valroy. This series has been such a 

joy to write, and I am so honored that you’ve made it this far with me. 
I hope you enjoy the conclusion of Maze of Shadows. 


If you enjoy my particular brand of villainous romance, don’t forget to 
follow me on my newsletter or by visiting my website here. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Oberon was dead. 


Titania had trouble believing it, no matter how hard she tried. It 
seemed like an impossible nightmare. How many centuries had they 
spent together? How many thousands of nights had they lain in each 
other’s arms and watched the stars twinkle overhead, or sat together 
in awe of a sunset? 

Oh, yes, they fought. They sparred. They bickered and warred. But 
beyond it all, beneath the veneer of contention, was a love that could 
not be shaken. A love that could never, ever be severed. If she was 
ever in need, if she ever reached out in the dark, he was there. 

He was always there. 

But now...he was not. 

Oberon was dead. 

Her Oberon was dead. No matter how many times she repeated the 
words to herself in her mind, they did not seem to wish to stay. It 
simply did not feel real. She chanted the words in silence, but they did 
not settle. They were like butterflies, flitting away from her each time 
she tried to understand them. 

There he lay, unmoving and cold upon a pallet that would carry 
him to his final resting place. And there he had been for a day and a 
night. 

He could not be dead. He was her everything; he was her other 
half. She sat at his side with nothing but her tears to keep her 
company, though they were in abundance. 

She remembered his laughter. His smile. His gentle touch. His kiss. 
His words of love. And she would never hear him again. All that had 
come before were now nothing more than memories. They were 
snowflakes upon a stone, melting away in the light of the sun. Time 
passed, the sun rose, and her love, her king, her Oberon...was dead. 

For a moment, when Valroy had survived the blows from the 
dagger, she had wondered if it had not truly been cursed to kill 
whatever the blade touched. But as Oberon lay in her arms, dying, 
gasping for air through the gash in his neck, it became clear that it 
was as blighted as the legends had said. No magic she could summon 
—no prayer to Dagda and the great old gods—healed him. She had 
been helpless. 

And so...she held him. 

And watched. 


And wept. 

As he died. 

Those beautiful golden eyes of his had gone lifeless and empty as 
his life had fled. As Oberon had reached up to touch her face one last 
time, he mouthed to her words of love for as long as he had the 
strength. 

And when he was gone? 

When he exhaled, and did not breathe again? 

Something deep inside her died with him. Some part of her had 
been torn from her chest in the same blow that Valroy had paid her 
husband. Some part that, with the same cursed blade, would never, 
ever heal. And would never, ever regrow. 

And all she could do was weep for the loss. Weep, and rest her 
head against his chest, and pray she might feel it move once again. 
That the river of tears that ran over the golden etched vines of his 
armor might be enough to return him to life. 

But her tears, like her prayers, went unanswered. 

The blood had been cleaned away. Golden armor was chosen that 
hid the wound in his neck, and an evergreen scarf that matched his 
long hair wound about his throat where the armor could not reach. 
Her husband lay resplendent, garbed in his finest attire, surrounded by 
wreaths and laurels of flowers. Beside him lay offerings of every kind. 
Jewels, weapons, amulets, and trinkets. 

The court had come to say farewell to its king, and so too had 
thousands of Seelie come to attend his funeral. They lurked in the line 
of trees, creatures of every make and shape, watching. Mourning. 
Crying with her for their loss. 

He was beautiful, as he always was. But he was marred by one 
thing—the pallor that painted him and tinged his lips the faintest 
shade of blue. The color of a corpse. 

Oberon was dead. 

Titania barely heard the keening and the dirge song that was rising 
into the morning sky as the Seelie sang their grief. She knelt beside his 
body in the grass on the hill where he would be put to rest. He had 
chosen it a long time ago, thinking his funeral would be many eons in 
the future. 

The death of the Seelie King or Queen was to be a celebration. It 
was to be when they willingly returned to nature of their own accord 
—passing their crown on to the next because it was time for the cycle 
to renew. 

Not like this. 

Not by murder. 

Tears stung her eyes, though she did not much care. She had not 
stopped crying since he had passed, except for the briefest moments. 


They were her truest companions now. They would comfort her in the 
dark of the night when he was not there to hold her. And she would 
weep until rivers flowed beneath her feet if it meant the world would 
share in her sorrow. 

Oberon was dead. 

And it was time to say goodbye to him. It was up to her to return 
his body to the song of life, but she hesitated. How could it be over, if 
she did not yet accept that it had happened in the first place? 

It was too soon. It was all too soon. But time did not care for her 
reticence, and he must be put to rest. Leaning down, she kissed his 
cold lips, and the act pulled another sob from her already exhausted 
body. 

Stroking a hand over his hair, she smiled down at him through the 
pain. “Through all our madness, through all our disagreements...you 
always held my heart.” She could barely manage more than a whisper. 
Nor did she wish for the courtiers around her to hear her words. They 
were meant only for Oberon. 

“You are my roots, my love. Without you, I fear I will blow away 
in the wind like the seeds of flowers. I—I do not know what to do 
without you at my side.” But it did not matter if she felt lost and 
alone. She was the Seelie Queen. And though she would forever reign 
alone, she would reign all the same. 

For one last time, she kissed her Seelie King. Her Oberon. 

Standing, she took a few steps away from him and whispered a 
broken goodbye to her beloved. Holding out her hands, she let her 
magic stretch out and into the dirt below her. 

Take him home, great mother of the gods. Take him to rest within your 
song. 

Bleary as her vision was through her incessant tears, she watched 
as Oberon sank beneath the ground, taken by the earth and the grass. 
She choked back another sob, though it shook her shoulders, and she 
fought the urge to fall to her knees once more. 

It was done. Her Oberon was gone. The song of death ended, and 
the courtiers began to leave her side. But she could not bring herself 
to leave just yet. How was she meant to go on? What was she meant 
to do? 

Her plan had been flawless...or so she had thought. Fate had 
proven her wrong. 

When something shifted beneath the ground, she wondered if it 
were not some great wyrm come to devour her and send her to join 
her mate. But a moment later, she smiled, grieved and overwrought as 
it was. 

For it seemed that Oberon would not abandon her just yet. 

A tree began to grow. 


First, a sprout rose from the ground where he had been placed, its 
branches spreading and arching up toward the sky, reaching to the 
sun. As though the seasons and the cycles were but seconds to the 
sapling, it soon towered over her. The ash tree that he had become 
was one of the largest she had ever seen, its leaves now blotting out 
the sun above her. 

Stepping up to it, she placed her palm to the bark and smiled. She 
could feel the strength of it—the depth of its reach. This tree would 
never fall, no matter what wrack or ruin it faced. “You are my roots,” 
she whispered to the tree. “And you shall forever be my strength.” 

Oberon was dead. 

But he was not gone. 

And in that, she would take what solace she could. 


ABIGAIL HAD NEVER FELT SO ALONE in her life as she did the morning 
she awoke in Valroy’s bed without him there. She reached out to 
touch him in the haze of sleep and found the pillows beside her cold 
and empty. 

And once more, she struggled to keep the tears at bay. 

That was not to say she was entirely alone, however, judging by 
the warm weight crushing her leg. She looked down to see Puck, 
curled into a ball, watching her from where his head was propped 
atop his paws. 

“Hello, friend.” She forced herself to smile. 

Puck’s tail thumped quietly against the pillows. 

With a sigh, she pulled her leg out from under him and rolled onto 
her side. Reaching out a hand, she scratched his head. “What am I to 
do?” She did not expect an answer. What she received was a lick on 
the hand and him nuzzling into her. She supposed that was the best he 
could do at the moment. 

Poor Puck. 

Cursed to be a dog for...well, for not doing anything terribly un- 
fae-like, as far as she could tell. Sure, he had lain with Cruinn and 
Bayodan in Titania’s bed as a mean-spirited prank. But compared to 
what else she had seen the fae do to each other, it did not seem so 
worthy of such a punishment. 

But if the famous play had anything to teach her of the 
relationship between Titania and Puck, it may have been the result of 
a grudge long brewing. 

“Titania holds my husband prisoner. King Oberon is dead. I am the 
Unseelie Queen—though I am Seelie, and...1 do not know by what 
method of madness this is all possible. I am betrayed by my guardians, 


who sought to remove Valroy from power. I cannot find Anfar. I find 
myself, except for a dog who is actually Robin Goodfellow, entirely 
alone.” She shut her eyes. “What manner of cruel trick is this?” 

She was treated to a cold nose against her palm, but that was it. 

“By all the gods, I wish you could talk.” She put a hand over her 
eyes, trying to fight back the tears. Trying to fight back the 
desperation and the panic that welled in her chest. “By all the gods 
above and below, I wish I could free you from your curse, Puck.” 

The next few seconds were a bit of a blur of chaos. 

There was sudden laughter that was not hers. 

Someone threw her onto her back and straddled her. 

And then someone was kissing her. 

Letting out a muffled cry of surprise, she shoved on them, finding 
them much smaller of frame than Valroy. The figure retreated, 
insomuch as they sat up and stopped kissing her. She found herself 
lying on her back on a pile of pillows, looking up at...a young man. 

He had hair the color of purest snow that almost seemed to glint 
silver in the moonlight. It would reach his chin, if any bit of it went in 
the same direction as any of the rest. It fell over his evergreen eyes, 
and his lips were pulled wide in a joyful grin. 

He stretched his arms over his head and roared in laughter. “I am 
me again!” 

And he was entirely naked. 

She shoved him. 

“Whoa!” With a yelp, he fell over onto the pillows and landed with 
an “unf!” But he did not seem to mind too much, as he rolled onto his 
back, and, patting his chest with his palms, then his arms, then 
touching his face, he kept laughing in pure happiness. 

She scrambled back away from him, staring at him wide-eyed. 
There was no question of who she was looking at. The dog was gone, 
and in its stead was this white-haired young man. She knew better 
than to think him the age that his features gave him. 

For this was Puck. 

“How...how?” She could only stare at him. 

“Because you are a queen!” He sat up, looked down at his legs, and 
cackled in laughter. “I have—look! Look! I have real feet!” He wiggled 
his toes. 

“Because I am a...but I...” She shook her head. “I do not 
understand.” 

“You have true power, love. You wear the silver crown! You are 
the Unseelie queen, and your power matches that of Titania.” He 
hurled himself at her, throwing his arms around her waist, hugging 
himself to her as if he were a child and she a favorite toy. The words 
left him in an excited rush. “Thankyouthankyouthankyouthankyou!” 


He kissed her stomach over her shirt. Then a little lower. 

She smacked him on the back, trying to shove him off her again. 
“No!” 

He sighed dramatically and flopped onto his side next to her. 
“Fiiiine.” He grinned. “You are still such a prude. Although your show 
at your betrothal ceremony was quite something.” 

She slapped him on the chest. Hard. 

He groaned. “Sorry. Sorry. Touchy subject.” He _ snickered. 
“Literally. Touchy subject about being touch-ied. A touchy, touch-ie 
subject.” 

She honestly had no idea what he was talking about. 

Puck kept laughing from where he lay, enjoying what must have 
been a joke that she did not understand. He poked her in the side and 
cackled again. “I have fingers! And I—” His stomach audibly groaned, 
and he whimpered. “Ooooow. And I am starving. My stomach is bigger 
now. Breakfast? Food!” He shot to his feet and jumped from the bed, 
still entirely naked, took four steps, and fell to the ground. “Ow. 
Legs!” He growled down at the offending limbs like, well, a dog. 
“Work! Stupid! Work!” The way he yelled the words almost sounded 
as though he were barking at himself. 

Now she couldn’t help but laugh. 

He looked up at her and smiled wide, beaming in pride. It took her 
a moment to realize why. He was happy because he had made her 
laugh. Because, just for a moment, he had cheered her up. 

“Are you going to betray me, Seelie Spymaster?” She climbed out 
of bed, summoning herself a long robe to wear. The Autumn was 
turning to Winter already, likely spurred on by recent events, and the 
air was beginning to be uncomfortably cold. 

“Huh? Me? Why? No!” He frowned. He shuffled forward until he 
was kneeling at her feet. “You are my friend. I have no one. You saw. 
My master is dead, and now—now I really have no one.” He reached 
out and clutched the fabric of the edge of her robe and pulled it into 
him. “You freed me. I owe you.” 

“You owe me nothing. I didn’t mean to do anything. It simply 
happened.” She reached down and ruffled his white-silver hair. 

“But that’s even better! You didn’t know your wish was power. You 
honestly wished to free me for your heart, not for gain.” He hugged 
her legs, nearly knocking her over. “Now you are my queen, and you 
are my mistress, and that is that.” 

“But I—I am the Unseelie queen, and you served Oberon.” 

“I am a half-breed. I can serve either court.” He sniffed 
dismissively. “Besides, you are Seelie. You are like me, belonging to 
both and neither.” His stomach groaned again, and he let out a loud 
whine. “Fooooood!” 


Once more, she laughed. “Very well. Food. But please put some 
clothes on.” 

“Why?” He grinned up at her. “Does it...inspire you too much?” 

She whacked him on the head, though she did not put force behind 
it. “It is too cold to be wandering about naked.” 

“That’s what you think.” But he shot to his feet, and as he did, 
clothing appeared on him. Trousers, a shirt, and a vest, all in black. 
He went to do a turn for her. “Do you appro—whooa!” He tripped 
over his own legs. 

She caught his arm and kept him from toppling to the ground. 
Well, she tried. It would have worked if he had not grabbed her and 
dragged her down to the ground in a heap. But when she landed, she 
found they were both laughing. 

“You silly idiot.” She untangled herself from him. 

“That I am!” He kissed her cheek. “Come! Food! I can smell it.” 
And as he shot up to his feet and took off—in perfectly fine gait— 
toward the edge of the forest, she realized...he had been faking his 
clumsiness. 

To make her smile. 

To cheer her up. 

And damn the bastard, it had worked. 

None of my friendships shall ever be simple again, shall they? She rose 
and brushed herself. With a half-laugh, half-sigh, she followed Robin 
Goodfellow, who was still shouting back at her impatiently about 
breakfast. 

No, I highly doubt they shall. 

And perhaps I am all right with that. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Abigail poked at her breakfast with her fork. She had forced herself 


to swallow down as much as she could, but her appetite was ruined. 

Puck had no such problem. 

He was shoving food into his mouth with his hands, laughing to 
himself between every few bites. “I missed having fingers!” He 
scooped up a goblet and swallowed the contents whole. It might have 
been water. But it might have been wine. “Fuck, yes.” He moaned as if 
it were a sexual act. It was probably wine. 

Watching him thoroughly enjoy having opposable thumbs did 
make her smile, despite the cloud that loomed over her mood. He was 
at once both precisely what she expected, and precisely not. His rakish 
silvery hair stuck out from his head in all directions, and most of the 
time it was over his eyes. He kept having to blow it out of the way. 

“So,” he began, talking through a hunk of turkey. “What’s the plan, 
boss?” 

Boss? She shook her head. She assumed it was some kind of title, 
but she had never heard it before. But she got the gist. With a sigh, 
she shook her head. “Plan? What makes you believe I have any sort of 
plan at all?” 

“Step one.” He shoved another hunk of turkey into his mouth. As a 
half-breed mix between Unseelie and Seelie, it seemed he had no 
trouble eating meat. “Is always to have a plan. Step three, execute the 
plan. Step four, figure out if it’s a good plan or not.” 

“What’s step two?” She arched an eyebrow. 

He shrugged and then grinned. His expression was a little feral, she 
decided. Something was just a little bit...off about him. She wondered 
if Robin Goodfellow were not just a tiny bit insane. 

Fantastic. 

Turning her attention back down to her plate, she nudged her food 
with her fork once more. “Valroy is gone. My husband, my king, is 
Titania’s prisoner. I must see him. But I am worried for Anfar. I do not 
know where he has gone. Neither can I find Perin. My guardians 
betrayed me, and I must do something about that, but I loathe the 
idea of doing anything of the sort. I...should speak to Titania, but I am 
afraid for what will come of it.” 

“What’re you gonna do about your hubby?” Puck sniffed 
dismissively. “Who is a fucking asshole, by the way. Do you know he 
threw me off a cliff once? Totally uncalled for.” 


Yes, he was definitely insane. He spoke far too quickly and 
peppered his language with words she did not recognize. But she, 
once again, managed to just barely follow along with his intention. 

Valroy. 

Yes. 

What was she to do about him? 

Letting out a breath, she winced. “He is Titania’s prisoner. I...he 
would be dead, save for the fact that she does not seem to know how 
to kill him. Or that he, in this form, cannot die. I...do not know what 
to do.” Her heart ached over what torment he might be suffering at 
the hands of the wrathful Seelie Queen. But what power did she have 
to release him? 

“Do you want him set free?” 

“Of course.” 

“Ah—ah.” He ticked a finger in the air in front of her. “You didn’t 
think that through.” 

“T love him. He is my husband. I have a duty to see him set free, no 
matter what might follow.” 

“And we know what’ll follow. Fuckin’ war, that’s what.” Puck 
leaned back in his chair, pushing it up on the back two legs. “He can’t 
exactly destroy worlds when he’s nailed to a tree.” 

“He’s what?” She did not mean to shout. But she could not help it. 

“Yeah, yeah. Chains and spikes. He’s not going anywhere.” Puck 
waved his hand dismissively. “For now. She’ll probably drop him into 
the Lake of Sorrows once she stops blowing snot over Oberon and gets 
her head on straight.” 

Standing quickly, Abigail went to leave, before realizing she had 
no idea where she was going. But her heart was caught in a vise, and 
tears began to sting her eyes. “I can’t—I can’t leave him like that. He 
is being tortured. I have to go see him.” 

“He’s guarded by at least fifty soldiers. You won’t be able to just 
sneak in there and say hi, you know.” Puck downed the rest of his 
goblet of wine and picked up the bottle from the table. 

“And how do you know all this?” 

“Just because you can’t sneak in there doesn’t mean I can’t.” He 
cackled in laughter. “I am not the spymaster for nothing!” 

“Take me there. Take me to him. Please!” She felt frantic. She 
knew Valroy was a warrior, and that pain was likely something he 
experienced frequently. And she understood that in many ways, what 
he suffered now was likely only a drop in the bucket compared to 
what he had forced others to endure. 

But she loved him. 

And she could not let this stand. 

“You sure?” Puck took a swig from the wine bottle. “This’ll break 


protocol. You’re going to bypass all the court laws, kick in the 
proverbial door, and you might end up strapped to that tree right 
there next to him.” 

“I do not care, Goodfellow. I must see him.” She clenched her fists. 
“And I will not allow myself to be taken prisoner. Not without a 
fight.” 

Puck grinned in delight at the idea of such chaos. “Don’t threaten 
me with a good time!” He held his hand out to her. 

This was a stupid decision. She knew it. But she had to see him. 
Placing her hand in Puck’s, she felt the world twist away from her. 


PAIN. 

It was nothing new. 

In a strange way, it was almost meditative. The stinging, burning, 
searing agony had turned to an ache. The iron spikes that had been 
hammered through his flesh to pin him to the tree behind him had 
ceased to white out the edges of his vision. The barbed chains that 
dug into his flesh only stung when he moved. 

Therefore, he did not move. 

And he was simply left to think. 

Luckily, the guards did not trouble him. He expected them to jab at 
him with spears, to taunt and mock him. But they kept their distance. 
The few times he lifted his head to look at them through the hair that 
hung in his face, their faces were etched with wary nervousness. 

They were afraid of him. 

Good. 

Because he was going to slaughter them all. 

He cringed as the muscles in his thigh twitched, attempting to 
expel the spike that was firmly rammed through his flesh, sending a 
pang of fresh agony shooting up his spine. 

He would slaughter them all. 

Eventually. 

“Tah-dah!” someone exclaimed loudly. “Heyyo, boyyos! I’m baaa- 
aaaaack!” 

Valroy groaned. He knew that voice. He knew that voice, and he 
did not wish to hear it. He thought he would be spared that breed of 
nonsense for at least a few more centuries. But as the guards began to 
shout and holler at each other, he lifted his head once more. 

The dog’s freedom made sense, he supposed. With Oberon gone, 
Titania would need any ally she could get. And nobody annoyed 
Valroy quite like Robin Goodfellow. It would be the perfect revenge. 
Making Valroy suffer Puck’s company for an hour would easily equal 


the murder of Oberon. 

Lifting his head, he winced at the burn of the strained muscles in 
his shoulders. “I see Titania set you f—” His words choked off. For 
Puck had not come alone. 

Nor was Puck the only reason the guards were scattering in panic. 

Abigail. 

He smiled. “Hello, little witch.” 


ABIGAIL COVERED her mouth with her hand and choked down a sob. 
But she could not stop her tears as they tracked down her cheeks. Oh, 
gods. Oh, gods, no. 

She took a step toward him and instantly regretted it. For around 
him on the ground was a puddle of blood. Her toes sank into it, and 
she cringed at the sensation. It was cold. But joining it, like a river 
reaching a pond, were fresh streams that ran down the trunk of the 
tree from the source. 

And the source was Valroy. He was as Puck had said—nailed there. 
But it was far worse than that. Spikes had been embedded into his 
flesh at every joint. Wrists, elbows, shoulders, waist, knees...he was 
riddled with them, every section of him pinned to the wood. His wings 
—his beautiful wings—were torn and ripped, as if he had tried to flex 
them and shredded the translucent skin with the iron. 

And as if the spikes were not enough, barbed chains wrapped 
around him, cinched tight. The thorns of iron dug deep into his flesh 
like the branches of a briar bush, ripping trenches and tearing skin. He 
was paler than usual, dark shadows under his faintly glowing sapphire 
eyes. 

But still, he smirked at her with that same cocky and devilish 
expression, as if he were about to leap forward and devour her. 
“Hello, little witch.” His voice was raspy and dry. And with those 
three words, he broke her heart. 

“Hey! Boss? Little help, maybe?” 

Turning her head, she watched as Puck ducked the swing of a 
sword that was meant for his head. He dodged the soldier who was 
trying to interfere, and then dug a silver dagger into the man’s ribs. 

“Enough. I have had enough.” Abigail stretched out her hand and 
summoned her deadly flowers. The Gle’Golun burst from the ground 
around them in a ring, forcing Puck to stagger backward, lest he get 
tangled up in the vines. The soldiers shouted and fled in the opposite 
direction, but not before one of them lost a spear to the tangling vines. 

Puck laughed and danced from foot to foot, sticking out his tongue 
and mocking the soldiers. 


“T hate that little shit,” Valroy muttered under his breath. 

Something about the way he said it made her laugh. It was tired, 
and it was weak, but it was a laugh, nonetheless. She turned back to 
him and carefully walked up to the base of the tree. Reaching up, she 
could just barely reach his cheek. “Oh, Valroy...” 

He leaned into her touch, smiling faintly. “I thought perhaps you 
would not come.” 

“How could you say that?” Abigail winced as she did her best not 
to accidentally lean on any of the spikes or iron chains that bound 
him. She did not want to cause him any more pain than he was 
already enduring. Now that she saw him up close, his lips were 
chapped, and the expression on his features was strained and thin. 

“Why not leave me to rot? You are the Unseelie Queen. Without 
me...the throne is yours. Surely you’ve put that together.” His smile 
turned faint but lingered. 

“T do not want the throne. I did not ask for it.” 

“Yet here you are.” He chuckled, immediately regretted it by the 
look on his face, and let out a low growl that ended in an exhausted 
sigh. “Truthfully, I think this was the old goat’s plan all along. Tell 
me, did you know?” 

“No! Of course not!” She shook her head vehemently. “Valroy, I—” 

“Shush.” He smiled. “I am merely teasing you, my love.” He sniffed 
and looked down at himself. “How bad is it? I cannot honestly tell.” 

“You...have looked better.” She tried to force herself to smile. “But 
I expect you have also looked worse.” 

His laugh seemed to hurt him, judging by the hiss of pain that 
shortly followed. He shut his eyes and grimaced. When he could speak 
again, he did so through a sad, sarcastic smile. “Stars above, I would 
kill a man for a glass of water.” 

That much, she could do. Pulling a pitcher of water from the world 
within her mind, and a mug, she filled it and lifted it to his lips. He 
drank eagerly, but carefully. The drops that escaped him ran down his 
throat, leaving clear lines against the blood that covered him. 

When he nodded, indicating that he had drunk his fill, she 
summoned a cloth and, pouring water onto the fabric, began to clean 
some of the blood from him. 

“Do not bother.” His expression was tender but resigned. “Though 
I appreciate the thought.” 

“T cannot just stand here and...and...” She did not know what to 
say. She did not know what to do. She felt caught in a riptide, being 
pulled out to sea. She wanted to set him free but knew that would 
likely start the war she had been seeking to prevent this entire time. 

Either because Valroy would finally get his way, or because 
releasing him would inspire Titania to do so anyway. 


Leaving him here would break her heart. 

Freeing him would break the world. 

“What do I do?” Her words were almost a whisper. She felt torn in 
two. 

“First, I would start by torturing the goat and his mate until they 
are driven to madness.” He sneered. “But I expect that is not your 
way.” 

“They should pay a price. I simply do not know if I have what it 
takes to do it.” She poured more water onto the rag and kept gently 
wiping away what blood she could. “I do not have a gift for violence.” 

“Oh, you do. But you do not have a gift for cruelty, that much I 
will admit.” He shut his eyes and leaned his head back against the 
bark of the tree. “No, leave them to me. I will have my pound of flesh 
from them in time.” 

Tears stung her eyes, and she shook her head. “It has all gone all 
wrong. I—I thought we—” Her words choked, and she could not 
continue. 

“Do not cry, little Seelie.” His smile softened, turning tender 
despite his pain. “All will be well.” 

“How can you...how can you say that?” She cleaned at his wounds 
still, unsure of what else to do. She could not ease his pain. But she 
could not do nothing. 

“I shall not stay here forever.” His smile widened just a little. “We 
have eternity, you and I. This is but a moment. Besides, in time, you 
will find the strength to free me. And together, we shall lay waste to 
those who did us harm.” 

He seemed so certain. 

She wished she shared in his conviction. 

Puck growled from behind her—literally growled. Furrowing her 
brow, she turned. He was standing a few paces away from her, his 
shoulders raised and his head down, snarling at a woman who 
approached the ring of the Gle’Golun that had driven back the 
soldiers. 

Titania. 

Her long, pink gown was stained at the bottom in blood that had 
dried and turned brown, but she looked no less regal than ever. She 
glanced to Puck, wrinkled her nose in disgust, and then turned her 
attention back to Abigail and Valroy. 

It seemed there was no love lost between the spymaster and the 
queen. Abigail was not surprised. 

Lifting her chin, Titania addressed her. “Greetings and salutations, 
Unseelie Queen.” The beautiful woman smiled faintly. “May I have a 
moment to speak with you?” Her gaze flicked back to Puck before 
returning to her. “Alone?” 


Abigail opened her mouth to reply, and then glanced briefly at 
Valroy. He was glaring a hole into Titania, hatred and anger etched 
deep on his face. “Do not trust her,” he murmured to her. “Do not give 
her an inch. She is treacherous.” 

That much she had learned firsthand. She turned back to Titania, 
and knew it was a risk to go with the other woman to speak. “How do 
I know you will not nail me to the tree beside him?” 

“Because then the Unseelie would rise up and wage war upon us.” 
Titania shrugged idly. “I do not wish harm upon our moonlit brothers 
and sisters. Not like my predecessor Dagda. I, unlike some in our 
presence, do not wish the subjugation and destruction of entire 
worlds.” She smiled sweetly, though it was sickeningly false. 

Her stomach churned. I am just a farmer’s daughter. A hedge witch 
from a tiny village. I am not meant for these matters. I am not meant for 
such choices. But what did it matter? She was here all the same. And 
this was her fate. With a wavering breath, she nodded and walked 
from the tree. “Puck, stay with Valroy.” 

Valroy groaned. “I thought you loved me.” 

Puck cackled in response. “Yes, ma’am!” 

Shaking her head, still not knowing what to do with the spymaster 
fae, Abigail stepped through the Gle’Golun and reached the other side, 
gesturing for Titania to lead the way. The woman bowed her head and 
turned to lead her farther into the woods. Leaving Valroy felt wrong, 
but she knew not what else to do. 

“I am... am so very sorry for Oberon.” Abigail frowned and, 
wrapping her arms around herself, wished silently and desperately 
that she could hide from all this madness. “I was not aware anything 
had transpired until Bayodan released me from his thrall. Perhaps if I 
had not been deceived, I could have stopped Valroy before it was too 
late.” 

Ignoring her jab, Titania nodded once, grief painting her features. 
She wiped a hand over her cheek, brushing away a tear as it began to 
fall. “It is not your fault my husband is dead. Valroy is to blame. He is 
to blame for all of this.” 

Except for the treachery at our wedding. She kept that to herself. She 
did not know if she could defeat Titania in a battle. And truth be told, 
she did not know if she wished to fight the Seelie Queen in the first 
place. She opted to make her dig far more direct. “You were scheming 
with Bayodan. You worked together with him to betray me.” 

“I was working with him to betray Valroy, not you.” Titania 
sighed. “I know he was close to you, as was his mate, and I will take 
any opportunity I can to save and protect our people. I do hope you 
do not hate them for long for what they did. Bayodan is fiercely loyal 
to you and believes you to be the savior of the Unseelie race.” 


Her jaw ticked. “I have not decided what to do with them yet.” 

When they had walked far enough away from the others that they 
could not be heard, Titania turned to face her. “I do hope you choose 
forgiveness.” 

“Forgiveness. For whom?” She narrowed her eyes at the other 
queen. 

“T expect no such leniency. But be merciful upon your guardians. 
They only wish for you peace and safety. And love.” 

“They took my love away from me.” She shook her head. “I cannot 
abandon Valroy, any more than you could abandon Oberon if fate was 
reversed.” 

“Nor do I expect you to. I will not stop you from coming to see 
him. But...neither can I release him.” Titania reached out to take her 
hand, but Abigail took a step back. The Seelie Queen sighed but 
nodded in understanding. “Sister. My dear sister. You and I—together, 
we can usher in a new era of peace and prosperity between our 
people. You, a Seelie upon the silvered throne! It has never 
happened.” 

“And for good reason, I expect. Do you think the Unseelie Court 
will accept me as their queen?” Abigail huffed a laugh. “By the gods, I 
do not accept myself as their queen. I have no claim to it. I was 
crowned but for moments before you attempted to murder Valroy.” 

Titania looked off into the woods thoughtfully. “With Bayodan and 
Cruinn supporting your reign, you will not be challenged.” 

Abigail laced her hands into her hair and shut her eyes. “This is 
madness, Titania. I cannot do what you ask of me. I cannot forgive the 
two who betrayed my confidence in them and rule in Valroy’s stead. 
My place upon it would be a farce and a rightful insult to the Unseelie 
people. And I certainly cannot sit there and pretend all is well when 
you are torturing the man I love.” 

“T do not intend to torture him.” Titania’s voice went so cold that it 
sent a shiver up Abigail’s spine. “I intend to kill him.” 

When Abigail lifted her head to look at her, eyes wide, she was 
met with a stare that inspired her to take another step away from the 
Seelie Queen. “You cannot.” 

“T can. Everything dies.” Titania smirked. “It is just a matter of 
finding the correct method.” 

“You cannot be serious...” 

“A king for a king. It seems only fair.” Titania shrugged. “You will 
find another, in time. You are young, and you were tricked into 
believing you love him.” She turned on her heel to walk away. “We 
have the opportunity to create a true and lasting peace between our 
people. One where we may live in harmony. For the first time, the 
Seelie and Unseelie might flourish together. Think on it, Abigail Moore, 


and you will see that my way is the only way forward.” 

And with that, Titania disappeared. 

Numbly, unsure of what to think—unsure of even if she were 
really awake, for the whole of the situation seemed surreal at best and 
nightmarish at worst—she walked back to the ring of Gle’Golun that 
surrounded Valroy and Puck. She walked through it without fear. 

“Well?” Puck grinned wide. “Is the bitch dead? I hope she’s dead.” 

“In that, I find we are agreed.” Valroy lifted his head and hissed in 
pain. “But no. I do not think she is.” 

Puck snapped his fingers. “Damn.” 

Shaking her head, she walked to the base of the tree, careful to 
avoid the puddle of blood at Valroy’s feet, and sank down onto one of 
the large roots. 

“She offered you peace. Real peace. She offered a partnership.” 
Valroy’s voice was quiet and strained, but still maintained a level of 
arrogant certainty that was quite remarkable for a creature who had 
been nailed to a tree. “What a fool.” 

Abigail shook her head. Not because what he said was wrong, but 
because she quite simply did not know what to say. Or do. 

Puck, meanwhile, was poking at the Gle’Golun with a stick, 
laughing as the vines snapped at it. While she was having yet another 
existential crisis...he was poking her flowers with a stick. 

“He is an odd man,” she observed dryly as she watched Puck 
entertain himself. 

“He is a nuisance.” Valroy sighed. “But you need him. For now. 
Until I am freed. Then I will kill him.” 

She rolled her eyes. “No, you shall not.” 

Valroy mumbled something she couldn’t hear. “Regardless, Titania 
will try to kill me in every way she can imagine.” He leaned his head 
back against the bark of the tree. “And she will fail. There is only one 
way to kill me, my darling Seelie—and that method will forever be 
out of her reach.” 

“What do you mean?” She looked up to him. 

He smiled down at her, a strange, knowing twist to his lips. “That 
is for you to discover, little witch. For you have yet to solve my 
Maze.” 

She furrowed her brow. “I fail to see what the two have anything 
to do with each other.” 

“Precisely.” He laughed dryly, hissed in pain, and she watched as a 
fresh line of crimson oozed from one of the iron spikes driven through 
his ribcage. “Ow.” 

Wincing, she stood and reached out to comfort him. But she did 
not know how, without hurting him. She cradled his cheek in her 
hand, having to stretch up on her toes to do so. “Valroy, please. I do 


not know what to do. Help me.” 

He nuzzled into her touch. “You must choose, my love. You must 
choose whether to release me and begin my great wars...or find the 
way to kill me.” Valroy grinned. “In the end, it will be that simple.” 

Simple. 

Kill two worlds. 

Or kill the man she loved. 

Shite. 


CHAPTER THREE 


6c 
No, you will not die, you hear me?” Perin snarled at the 


unconscious body he dragged farther up the shoreline. Dragging Anfar 
as a seal through the waves of the ocean had been a pain in the arse. 
But now, gravity was in full effect. 

Anfar was bleeding. And if Perin’s worries proved true, he might 
be dying. 

Cruinn was, as were all of the Unseelie courtiers, vicious and 
keenly dangerous. If Cruinn intended to kill Anfar, then the sea 
monster would be dead. But instead of seeking help, the sea monster 
had vanished after the chaos of Abigail’s wedding. 

Perin had felt oddly frantic as he had searched for Anfar. He had 
been through storms. His ship had sunk, and he had nearly drowned 
in the waves. He had been on the verge of death a dozen times. And 
the sea monster was a friend and ally, but to be so nervous about him? 
And the creature was so much more powerful than he was. Certainly, 
he could fend for himself. 

But here Perin was, fretting over the fate of the creature he was 
hauling up the shore. 

Why? 

Certainly not because of the words of Belladonna, the hag. Sure, 
Anfar was “meant” to do something important, and it was Perin’s job 
to keep him in one piece. But it was not Perin’s life on the line. He 
should not care. 

He should not. 

But he did. 

“Damn it, for someone who looks so malnourished, you’re fucking 
heavy!” He grunted as he pulled Anfar farther up the gravel beach. It 
had taken him a long time to find the sea creature, and he had 
enlisted the help of the sirens to search the waters. When Perin had 
finally found Anfar, tangled deep in the seaweed, he had believed him 
to be dead. 

It was honestly hard to tell. 

It was honestly hard to tell on a good day, let alone when Anfar 
had been stabbed a dozen times. Damn Cruinn to the pits for this. 
Damn that shapeshifting, literal backstabbing pile of shit. It took all of 
Perin’s strength to pick Anfar up. The man was not nearly as thin as 
he looked at first glance. Yet, even with that taken into account, Anfar 
seemed twice as heavy as he ought to be. 


They were both sopping wet as he pushed the door to his cabin 
open, leaving large puddles of water behind them. He did not care. 
Anfar was never dry, anyway. Putting the wounded sea monster down 
carefully on his cot, he began to peel off the other man’s wet clothes 
to better examine his wounds. 

With a breath, he was relieved to see they were not nearly as bad 
as he had feared. The gashes were deep but missed all the major 
arteries and organs. Anfar had clearly suffered an immense amount of 
blood loss. And for that, Perin did not know what to do, save to clean 
the wounds, wrap them as tightly as he could...and wait. 

He pulled a blanket up over the sea creature. Reaching out, he 
tentatively brushed Anfar’s wet hair away from his face, stroking it 
gently. Anfar was breathing, his bare chest rising and falling in a 
shallow but steady pattern. 

“Why did you crawl into the ocean, friend?” He sighed, not 
expecting a response. But it troubled him that Anfar, who was by all 
accounts nearly as unstoppable as his “cousin” Valroy, had been so 
easily undone by Cruinn. What had happened? How had the 
shapeshifter tricked him? Had Cruinn done some terrible dark magic 
to inspire Anfar to flee the scene and not seek help? 

No, he was under the firm belief that Anfar had put himself in that 
pile of seaweed at the bottom of the ocean and had waited there to 
die. 

But why? 

He knew the death of Lady Astasha likely still burned deep, but... 
he did not think the creature’s malaise had grown that septic as to 
inspire him to seek his own death. Or at least to not prevent it should 
the opportunity arise. 

Perin pulled another blanket up over Anfar and went to start a fire. 
Winter had just begun, the last leaves of the trees falling and revealing 
the bare branches of the forests of Tir n’Aill. And the air was turning 
sharp. Soon, that sharpness would become bitter, and it would become 
harder and harder to chase the cold from his home. 

It seemed the seasons were as keen on staying in step with the 
events of the day as the rest of them were forced to be. 

Poor Abigail. Poor, gods-damned Abigail. 

Just when it looked like there would be the chance for her to take 
a breath and gain her footing, the bitch queen Titania robbed it from 
her. And Bayodan...he did not know why her two guardians 
seemingly turned on her. He was not certain he wished to be close 
enough to the situation to find out. 

But he figured he’d learn the truth whether he liked it or not. 

Striking his flint against the stone, he watched the sparks catch 
and ignite the kindling, and blew on the stack until flames licked at 


the cut logs and twigs and began to sputter to life. 

If Anfar awoke, he would need to eat something to regain his 
strength. And cooking would give Perin something to do. Something 
other than sit there on a stool by the wall, worry, and wait. 

Wait for what, he did not know. 

Either the sea creature would awake, someone would come to 
finish the job, or someone would come to visit them with news of 
what new calamity they would all be forced to endure. 

He set about making boiled beef and potatoes. Something that 
would be soft enough for Anfar to eat should he wake, but more filling 
than a simple stew. Perin enjoyed cooking, though he rarely did it for 
anyone other than himself. 

He also made sure to he had some hard alcohol within easy reach. 
Though it may not be enough, he was not about to go to the market to 
fetch more. He would not leave Anfar’s side. He took his boarding 
saber from the wall where he kept it on a hook and placed it on the 
table within easy reach. 

Just in case. 

Not that it would do him a lick of good if it came down to it. He 
was not a skilled fighter. Not like Bayodan and Cruinn. He glanced 
over at Anfar. “If one of them comes back to finish the job...we’re 
both dead.” Scratching at his stubble, he sighed again. “But Pll try. For 
you, PI try.” 

Suddenly, he began to swear. 

Vehemently. 

Loudly. 

Loudly enough that Anfar groaned. 

He stopped and swallowed his invectives. Despite his relief that the 
sound had jarred the suffering sea beast enough to wake him— 
revealing he might actually survive his wounds—he did not want to 
disturb the other man’s rest. 

Especially not now that he had his revelation. 

Punching his thigh, again and again, hard enough that it made his 
eyes water, he finally gave up and put his forehead down on the edge 
of the simple table that was one of his few pieces of furniture. 

No, no, no, no, no! 

He vehemently cussed himself out in his head. 

I care about him. 

Gods be damned, I care about him. 

I’m doomed. 


ABIGAIL STOOD before the silvered throne. The sun had set, and 


therefore it was the territory of the Unseelie. And it...very technically, 
was hers. She stared at it and let out a long, wavering breath. 

This is asinine. Everything about this is asinine. Yet here I stand, all the 
same. 

“Well, if you’re not gonna sit, I will!” Puck appeared, blinking out 
of thin air, and flopped down into the throne sideways, kicking his 
legs where they draped over one of the arms. He grinned. “You know, 
you really need to chill about this whole ‘being queen’ thing. It’s not 
that big of a deal.” 

“T am afraid to say that I do not understand roughly half of what 
just came out of your mouth.” Abigail narrowed an eye at him. “If I 
might ask an indelicate question, what is wrong with you?” 

Puck cackled. “Wrong with me? Oh, baby doll, where do I begin?” 
He disappeared again in a blink. One second he was there, the next he 
was not. When he reappeared next to her, hovering in thin air, she 
jumped, and barely kept herself from yelping. 

“Please, stop that.” She shut her eyes. 

He patted her on the head. “Nope!” When she went to swipe at 
him to push him away, he was already gone. He laughed and 
reappeared sitting on the stairs to the throne, stretching out across 
them like a cat. He was long and thin, and his lopsided smile revealed 
how much he was enjoying the game of irritating her. “Why do I talk 
like this? It’s simple. But not. I’m not here. Well, all right. I’m here, but 
I’m not”—he snapped his fingers—“there.” 

He stared at her, waiting to see if she followed. She shook her 
head. “Please try again.” 

Humming, he looked up at the starry sky. “I am physically here, 
but I’m not temporally here. I mean. I suppose I am, but I’m not just 
here. Pm tomorrow, and yesterday, and a week from now, and a 
thousand years from now. I am everywhen I will ever be and ever have 
been. So...I kind of get my language scrambled up.” 

“You...exist in every time you shall ever occupy?” 

“Exactly! My mind is here, now, I think. Maybe it isn’t? Maybe it is 
later. My focus jumps around. I am here, I am there, I am 
everywhere.” He spread his arms out wide. 

“That must be annoying.” 

“Not terribly! Not for me, anyway. I’ve been told it’s absolutely 
maddening for the rest of you.” He snickered and let out a long breath, 
as if he were relaxing into a hot bath. “It is so nice to be able to speak 
again.” 

Abigail smiled faintly and shook her head. She did not quite know 
what she was going to do with Robin Goodfellow as her new... 
whatever he was. Friend? Servant? She supposed it did not matter. 
Bending her head to one side and then the other, she cracked her 


neck. She was not looking forward to this. But it must be done. She 
must address the Din’Glai, for the Moonlit Court must be eager to 
know what she wished to do next. 

She was their queen, laughably enough. She should say something 
after the violence that had just occurred. 

“What’re you gonna say to them?” 

“I do not rightfully know.” 

“My Lady Abigail...” 

She cringed at the sound of the voice that came from behind her. 
Time was once—not long ago at all—that she would have smiled at 
the sound and rushed into the arms of the man who owned it. But as 
she turned to face Lord Bayodan, she felt no such joviality in her 
heart. 

He was not alone. Slinking beside him, looking as contrite as she 
supposed a person made out of glass was capable, was Cruinn. 

She let out a breath, feeling both grief and fury rise up in her in 
equal parts. Her jaw twitched. She shook her head in disgust and 
looked away from them. “You both betrayed me. You both betrayed 
Valroy. He believed you to be his friends, and this is how you treat 
him? He is nailed to a tree—he is being tortured—all because of your 
actions.” She finally turned back to them with a glare. “You say it was 
for the greater good.” 

“It was.” Bayodan was watching her impassively, looking like the 
stern father figure she never quite had growing up. Well, perhaps if 
her father had goat legs, a lion’s tail, and horns. But that was neither 
here nor there. “It was either commit him to the grave, or you. I chose 
to spare your life.” He sighed. “I did not know Valroy could not be 
killed.” 

“You believed Titania would be successful?” 

He shook his head. “I did not wish him mutilated and tortured. I 
did not even wish to see him dead, my lady. I wished to see you alive. 
He was merely the price that I was willing to pay.” 

“And what of the price you must pay now?” She took a step 
toward him, her hands clenched into fists. “What of the cost of your 
betrayal?” 

“T will pay it gladly.” 

“We—we both will,” Cruinn added from beside their mate. They 
wrung their hands in front of them. “We could not let Titania kill you. 
We could not break our vow. We would protect you at any cost. Even 
if it meant...even if it meant our own deaths.” 

With a weary sigh, she turned from them and walked to the stairs 
that led up to the silvered throne. She sat down on them heavily and 
put her head in her hands, shutting her eyes. “I am furious with you 
both, and I hereby break your bonds of guardianship toward me. But I 


cannot—I will not—take revenge upon you. Death and torture merely 
lead to more death and torture. And it is not I who your betrayal has 
dealt a grievous blow. It is Valroy. He shall sentence you for your 
crimes. Not I.” 

“And if he is never to be freed?” Bayodan asked. 

“Then perhaps I shall rip your arm off in his stead.” She felt so 
very tired. All she wanted to do was curl into a ball and sleep. But she 
wanted to fall asleep in Valroy’s arms, and that was now not likely to 
happen for a long time. 

If ever. 

She cringed at the thought. “But the fact remains that it is not my 
place to punish you. It is not I you have wronged the most. For every 
wound Titania gives him, I am certain he shall come calling for 
repayment. I refuse your guardianship—both of you—and I denounce 
your betrayal of your king. But I shall not seek to harm you. Not yet.” 

It was only then that she sensed the presence of others. Looking 
up, she jumped to her feet. For standing behind Bayodan and Cruinn 
were two dozen other fae lords and ladies. Ancient and powerful 
things who all stood and watched her with unreadable expressions. 
Each one a creature that could have been born from her nightmares. 
And now...she was their queen. 

Mostly. 

She still held her silver crown in her hand, turning it around in her 
fingers. She would not wear it. It felt too presumptive. They were all 
silent, waiting for her to speak. It was time for her to decide what she 
wished to say. 

“I...” She raised the crown that she held for a moment before 
dropping her hand back to her side. “I am a human girl, made Seelie 
by the Morrigan, thrust into the midst of you all. I have no right to be 
your queen. I have no right to wear this crown. I will not ask for your 
fealty. I am not Unseelie. This is—this is wrong.” 

Someone stepped forward. She was, for all intents and purposes, a 
ghost. Translucent and misty, with a strange pale glow, her clothing 
and hair swirling about her as if it were caught in a wind. “Will you 
seek to free King Valroy?” 

“J—” She hesitated. “I do not know. Freeing him means war. War 
that I do not believe anyone wishes to wage, save him. But I love him. 
I know I should not. He is an ass.” When the crowd chuckled at her 
words, she smiled faintly. “Yet I do, all the same. If I free him, there 
will be war. If I do not, I do not know how I will survive the 
knowledge that he suffers at Titania’s hands. I do not think my heart 
could bear it.” 

“What will you do?” another courtier asked. 

She shook her head then shrugged uselessly. “Beg Titania to 


reconsider peace. Beg Valroy to rethink his desire for war. Drink 
heavily.” She laughed once, tiredly, and the crowd chuckled once 
more. “As I said, I do not know.” 

“How do we know you do not plot in secret with Titania?” 
someone asked. 

“Yes—you return to us, and then Valroy is betrayed. How do we 
know you have not plotted with her against us?” 

“Because it is simply not true.” She could argue with them for 
days, but what good would it do? She had no proof. “And not a single 
one of you stepped forward to aid him when Titania struck. You are 
all as culpable as she is in his downfall. You have no more reason to 
question me than you do yourselves.” 

“Do you seek to enslave us to the Seelie race?” Another courtier 
stepped forward. His voice was a raspy whisper, and his form was 
entirely that of shadows. A long cape trailed on the ground behind 
him, though it appeared tattered and worn. She did not know him, but 
she could only assume he was the leader of the broog—the shadowy 
boogeymen she had seen Valroy whispering to from time to time. 

“No. Of course not.” She huffed a sad laugh and looked up toward 
the moon, still nearly full, though now it was waning. She pulled her 
cloak tighter to herself. “While I have friends amongst the Seelie, I do 
believe the moonlit folk have been kinder to me, pound for pound, 
than otherwise.” Frowning, she turned her attention back to the 
crowd. “Where is Anfar?” 

No one responded. 

“We...we attacked him,” Cruinn spoke up after the pause. “We had 
to distract him from the party, lest he interfere. We did not kill him— 
we only wounded him, we promise. We do not know where he went 
after that.” 

She cringed. “Then I must find him. That shall be my first act, 
above all. I shall ensure he is safe.” 

“Why?” someone else in the crowd asked. 

“Because he is my friend, that is why!” She bit back her 
frustration, took a breath, and tried again. “Trust me or not, I do not 
care. I have no desire to be your queen. Think of my motives what 
you will, but Anfar is my friend, and I will stop at nothing to make 
sure he is safe.” 

Silence. 

No one seemed to wish to respond to that. She looked to Puck and 
jerked her head in the direction of the exit. “Come. We have a sea 
monster to find.” 

Puck jumped to his feet and was at her side. “Yes, Queen Abigail!” 
He stuck his tongue out at the courtiers behind her. 

She elbowed him in the ribs. And taking him by the wrist, she 


touched the tree at the edge of the throne room and was gone. 
One thing at a time. 
That was all she could handle. 
One thing at a time. 
Or else she might fall apart. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Valroy snarled as the knife met his flesh. He bared his teeth and 


hissed at the man over him. “I will ruin you! Mark my words, I will 
destroy you all. Your—” 

“Gag him.” 

A cloth was rammed into his mouth, and another one tied about 
his face to secure it. He thrashed, struggling against the chains, and 
screaming now in rage against the fabric. Chains bound him still, but 
now they were to hold him down against a wooden table. The iron 
spikes had been pried from his flesh, and now they were gaping, 
seeping wounds that if left alone would heal in time. But slowly. 

He doubted they would be left alone. 

Roaring against the gag, he did his best to struggle. But what was 
the point? He was weakened. Exhausted. Starving. Bloodied, battered, 
and now... 

He began to laugh. 

He laughed as hard as he had in a very, very long time. Muffled as 
it was, he did not care. It was still effective. He glared at the bitch 
queen Titania as one of her servants walked to the table...holding a 
large, serrated metal saw. 

“We shall see if you honestly cannot die.” Titania sneered down at 
him. “We shall see how you manage without a head.” 

Oh, how he laughed. And he continued to do so right until the 
blade bit into his throat. He would have kept it up, through the pain, 
simply to unnerve Titania. But soon the teeth of the saw were 
wrenching back and forth in his flesh. 

Ripping. Tearing. Wet, and sharp, and loud. He coughed, feeling 
the blood rush up into his mouth as the blade sliced into his airway 
like he was nothing more than steak. His vision swam, the pain edging 
white flashes and stars into his field of view. 

But it did not matter. 

The worst was yet to come. 

He knew. Oh, how he knew. 

This is not the first time someone has tried this, you dumb quim. 

He wished he could shout it at her. But now his throat was torn 
asunder, the pain so complete that it made him feel numb and 
removed. That somehow, he could just simply...ignore that there was 
a thick, terrible, saw digging deep through his body, yanking him 
back and forth and back and forth with each slice of blade through 


him like he was nothing more than meat on a butcher’s table. 

Until the blade hit the bone. 

Then he screamed. He tried, at any rate. His vocal cords were 
severed. 

Pain shot through him, hot and sharp and loud. He could not 
ignore it. There was no safe place that his mind could escape. It 
became the center of his whole world. Pain, and agony, and suffering. 
He screamed with no air. Blood gurgled from the open slice, pouring 
around him like the river of a hot spring. But no noise came from 
behind the gag. 

Back and forth. 

Back and forth. 

Back and forth. 

And all he could do...was silently scream. 


“I HAVE ALREADY CHECKED HERE.” Abigail sighed, shaking her head 
at Puck, who was tugging her by the wrist toward Perin’s cabin. 

“But you checked here then, you didn’t check here now.” Puck 
whined, jumping up and down like a child. “Now is when you should 
look, not then!” 

“Ts this one of your ‘my mind is everywhen I have and will ever be’ 
moments?” She raised an eyebrow at him. She was still not certain 
how that was meant to work in the slightest, but she accepted it like 
all the other strange and wild magic she had come across since being 
dragged to Tir n’Aill. Why not? She knew a man who had no head. 
She could turn into bees. Why not Robin Goodfellow, a man whose 
mind jumped about time like a flea on too much sugar? 

“No. Okay. Kind of. But no. This time, it’s because my friends told 
me. They saw Perin dragging Anfar here this morning. Come! I smell 
food! Foood!” Puck was jumping up and down again. Or perhaps he 
had not stopped. She was not quite paying attention. 

There was, in fact, smoke rising from the small chimney of Perin’s 
cabin. She could see the flickering amber light in the simple windows 
covered with thick fur curtains. 

Puck was right. 

She wondered if she would start to loathe those moments when the 
half-breed spymaster was correct. She doubted she would be in short 
supply of them and should likely come to accept the inevitability of it 
all. With a shrug, she began to walk toward the door. “Try to be nice 
to Perin, will you?” 

“Why wouldn’t I be? He’s great! I got to snuggle in the bed with 
him. He snores a little, but he doesn’t kick. He threw a stick for me, 


gave me food—he’s a friend.” Puck beamed. Jumping up to the door, 
he rapped his knuckles on the wood surface. “Perin! Peeerrin, hello!” 

The door opened but a sliver before Puck shoved it open and 
jumped inside. Abigail shook her head but had to smile as she heard 
Perin’s yelps of surprise and shouts of “who the fuck are—no! No! Out! 
Off!” 

As she reached the doorjamb, she peered inside. Puck had latched 
himself onto Perin in a hug and was yammering in an endless stream 
at the confused and overwhelmed selkie. She tried not to laugh. She 
kept it to a chuckle. 

“Hello, selkie boy, so good to see you! Eat any good fish lately? 
Ooh, you smell like mustard seeds. Are we having corned beef? I love 
corned beef! It’s my absolute favorite. Oh! Oooooh. Oooooh, he doesn’t 
look so good.” 

Puck peeled himself off the selkie and tiptoed—literally tiptoed— 
across the small room to the edge of the cot by the wall. There, 
underneath a few blankets...was Anfar. 

Abigail let out a breath of relief and stepped into the room, quietly 
shutting the door behind her. “I am sorry for the unannounced arrival. 
Hello, Perin.” She smiled to the ex-sailor, who was rubbing a hand 
over his short hair and staring at Puck like a man who has just 
realized his entire house was infested with mad badgers. As though it 
might be better to just burn the whole home down and start over. 

“I. Um. Hello.” Perin was still staring at Puck, who was now 
leaning over Anfar and gently poking the unconscious man in the 
shoulder. “Please—please stop that. Please let him sleep.” 

The silver-haired fae sighed and shrugged before straightening and 
grinning at Perin with an expression that was both friendly and 
decidedly feral. “Sure thing, sweet cheeks. Just for you, ’cuz you asked 
nicely.” 

Perin shook his head and, turning his attention to Abigail, smiled 
weakly. “Are you all right?” 

“No. No, I am not. Nor do I think I will be for some time.” She 
walked up to him and hugged him, happy to feel a pair of arms circle 
her. She would recount her woes to him, but she was sick of repeating 
herself. And Perin likely understood. 

“I wish I could find a way to hurt Cruinn, the fucking bastard.” 
Perin squeezed her just a little tighter. “How dare they do this to you? 
It isn’t right.” 

“In his own way, Bayodan was trying to spare my life. But it does 
not matter. Is Anfar...is he all right?” 

“He lost a great deal of blood by the time I found him. Whatever 
happened, it inspired him to sink deep to the ocean floor, and I do not 
think he wished to be found.” Perin kissed the top of her head. “But I 


think he will live.” 

“He will.” Puck chimed in cheerfully. He walked over to a shelf on 
the wall and began rummaging through bottles, uncorking each one 
and sniffing it curiously. He took a sip of one, made a “mleh” sound, 
and then moved on. “He’ll be right as rain in a few days.” 

“How do you...” Perin sighed. “I don’t care. I don’t know, and I 
don’t care to know.” He let go of Abigail to go to Anfar’s side, 
ensuring that the blankets were over him correctly. 

“That is probably for the best.” Abigail chuckled. “I am sorry you 
have been dragged into this mess.” 

Perin shook his head. “It is not your fault.” 

“Yeah, it is.” Puck snickered. “It is totally, absolutely, one-hundred 
percent her fault. Okay, maybe not her fault exactly. But it’s totally 
because of her. How’s that corned beef comin’?” 

The selkie rubbed his temples with both his hands. “Is he always 
like this?” 

“Yes.” Abigail smirked. “As far as I can tell.” 

Ignoring them entirely, Puck plucked up the lid of the pot on the 
stove. “Looks like it’s got a while to go.” He dropped it with a clang 
that made Abigail and Perin flinch. Luckily, it did not seem to disturb 
Anfar. “Let’s play cards! I have thumbs again.” He wiggled them in the 
air as if they needed proof. “I can play cards!” 

Abigail shook her head. “No. I should go, and—” 

“And do what?” Puck cut her off, his voice losing its manic edge 
and becoming serious. “And do precisely what, Abigail Moore? You 
are lost. Caught between what you wish to do, and what you feel you 
must do. So, sit. Play cards. Drink. And wait for your friends to gather 
around you. Now is not yet time to act.” He grinned. “O’tay?” 

She froze, staring at him in surprise. She preferred the hyperactive 
Robin Goodfellow to whatever—whoever—she had just seen. She 
nodded once, weakly, and sat down at Perin’s table. The selkie looked 
equally as unnerved and joined her. 

“Good!” Puck flopped down in the third chair and produced a deck 
of cards from the air. “The game is Texas Hold ’Em. Don’t worry about 
what Texas is. It isn’t ‘is’ yet. Pll explain the rules. So—” 

Gods help me. 

I think I might have lost my mind and truly gone insane. 

Or is this my life now? 

Abigail must have gone pale, for Perin put his hand on hers and 
squeezed. She might have been thrust into some manner of ludicrous 
new state of being...but at least she was not alone. 

Wait for her friends to gather around her? Very well. She would 
take that advice. She could do that much. 

At least there was alcohol. 


TITANIA WAITED for the crunch of bone. For those glowing sapphire 
eyes to go dim and glassy. For the bastard to die. This was the moment 
Valroy, the Bloody Prince—King—the scourge of Tir n’Aill, would be 
dead and gone. She was certain of it. 

She had to be. 

Everything in her life—all that remained of it, at any rate— 
balanced on the edge of the saw that was still working away at the 
spine of her prisoner. Valroy must die. He must. There was no other 
path forward. 

No other path that did not lead to total ruin for all that she loved 
and cared for. For the very world itself. No. Two worlds. She did not 
much care for the humans and their technological advances. She did 
not agree with how they ruined the natural world around them. War 
with the humans would come someday, far in the future, if they did 
not change their ways. 

But it would never have a chance to transpire if the putrid beast 
upon the table did not die! 

He spasmed and thrashed but could go nowhere. He could not 
scream with lungs that could not fill with air. Blood rushed and 
poured forth, soaking the table and running off the edge like gory 
waterfalls. 

But he. 

Did. 

Not. 

Die. 

“My queen...?” The man who had the dubious distinction of 
wielding the saw hesitated. “I—I cannot seem to—” 

“Then try harder!” She gestured her hand to another man. “You! 
Fetch an axe. Lop it off if you must. I do not care. Give me his head 
and give it to me now!” 

An iron axe was fetched. And with all the strength her soldier 
could muster, he brought it down upon Valroy’s throat with a 
sickening thump. 

A thump. 

But not a crunch. 

Valroy was twitching, his body convulsing in agony, hands 
clenching and unclenching as he weakly spasmed beneath the barbed 
chains that held him in place. He could not get free. But neither would 
he die. 

“Again,” she demanded. 

“But my lady—” 

“Again!” 


Thump. Thump. Thump. Like a child wielding a paper axe against 
a tree, she watched as her soldiers, one after another, tried to remove 
the head of the Bloody King. And his moniker was now well earned, 
for he was more crimson than blue, his hair stained black from the 
mixture. 

Thump. Thump. Thump. 

And still. It would not go. 

“Fetch horses. Fetch dragons! I do not care. You will give me his 
head. You will, or this entire world will burn for it! Do you 
understand me?” She screamed at her followers, not caring for how 
the soldiers shrank away from her in fear. “For the sake of our kind, 
for Tir n’Aill, and for your own lives and those of the ones you love— 
he must die!” 

Thump. Thump. Thump. 

Titania did not know when she began to cry from frustration. Tears 
of fury rolled down her cheeks. How dare he still live, through all 
that? How dare he exist at all? There must be a way to end him. There 
must be. And I know how to find it. Clenching her fists, she snarled and 
stormed from the clearing, leaving her soldiers to their work. 

She had business to attend with the Morrigan. 

You made him. You will help me un-make him. 

Or all would be doomed to burn. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


As the sun was rising, Abigail could not help but smile at the scene 


before her. Perin and Puck had drunk far, far too much alcohol, and 
were now passed out asleep on a pile of blankets on the floor. Puck 
had his head on Perin’s thigh. 

She was...decidedly and disappointingly sober. 

Or perhaps she wasn’t, but her grief made it hard to enjoy. 

Pushing up from the table, she slipped from the cabin and let out a 
long, wavering breath, glad for the cold air that met her. She enjoyed 
the warmth of the fire and the coziness of Perin’s cabin, but the chill 
allowed her to think straight. 

Pulling her cloak tighter over herself, she walked to the edge of the 
woods. Placing her hand on the trunk of a tree, she passed through the 
roots and let them carry them to where she wished to be. 

Or rather, to whom she needed to go. 

Valroy. 

She stepped from the edge of a clearing and immediately pulled in 
a sharp breath through her nose. What she was looking at—could not 
—could not possibly— 

She wailed. Running forward, she collapsed onto her knees beside 
the broken form of a creature she could barely recognize. His skin was 
bloody and raw, what skin that remained. Bones were visible through 
large chunks of flesh that had been removed from his chest, his arms, 
his thighs. 

His wings were tattered and broken. 

Valroy was lying on his side, barbed iron chains cinched tightly 
around his limbs, then running to the trees about him in a circle to 
lash him there. Dark, matted hair obscured his features. She brushed it 
away, finding it dried thick with blood. 

Tears fell from her cheeks onto his, small droplets of water in a 
mask of crimson. 

He was breathing. But he should not be. The thing before her was 
a carcass, broken and mutilated, and had no reason to be alive. No 
reason other than the simple fact that he could not die this way. 

Though she wondered if he now wished he could. 

His throat was a ring of raw flesh. His pulse was visible, as his 
body slowly healed a ragged and torn slash. She could not tell what 
kind of weapon, or weapons, had been responsible, but she knew what 
they were after. They had tried to take his head. 


And failed. 

Leaning down, she carefully kissed his cheek. She did not want to 
cause him more pain, but she could not leave him like this. I could try 
to heal his wounds with magic...but what good would it do? They would 
only use it as an excuse to pay him more. 

Summoning a jug of water and a cloth, she began to clean up the 
blood as best she could, as pathetic as it made her feel. 

Sapphire eyes blinked open. He stiffened, but she shushed him. 
“No. Do not move. Do not speak. Lie still, my love. Please.” 

He obeyed, and she watched as the tension melted from him once 
more, and his eyes slipped shut. 

Tenderly, carefully avoiding wounds that covered his body, she 
tried to clean away what blood she could. Not knowing what else to 
do, or how else to bring him comfort, she began to sing to him quietly. 
A lullaby she recalled from her youth, but she knew not if it had been 
her mother or her aunt who had sung it for her. It did not matter 
either way. 

Free him. Or kill him. 

That was her choice to make. 

And the longer she dawdled like a child, unable to choose what 
side she called home...the longer he would suffer. This torture was her 
fault as much as it was Titania’s. 

He was a creature of war. A creature of death. He had been born to 
lay waste to entire worlds. And she could not fault him for his nature, 
the same as she could not hate a thunderstorm or an earthquake. He 
was what he was. 

And she loved him. Gods help her, gods damn her, she did. Not in 
spite of, but because he was that force of nature. 

“There must be another way,” she whispered to him as she poured 
some water into his hair, trying to clean some of the blood away and 
make it a little less crunchy. “There must be something I can do.” 

For this could not continue. She would not let him languish in such 
suffering. She knew he would come out the other side of the torture 
with nothing but a laugh—but she did not know if she could endure it. 

This might not kill him. 

But it might kill her. 

She needed advice. She needed someone to speak to who could 
help her. But who? Who was there? With a long breath, she came to 
the answer. Yes. Gods help her, gods damn her, indeed. Leaning down, 
she kissed Valroy gently on the lips. If he was still awake, he did not 
seem so, for he did not respond. It was best that he rested. 

Pushing up to her feet, she only then noticed the clearing was 
filled with guards. They lined the ring of trees, their golden armor 
glinting in the early morning sun. They clutched their spears and 


swords in fear, wondering if she were to lay waste to them all and free 
the broken thing at her feet. 

But they also watched her, every single one of them, in...sorrow. 
In sadness. She saw tears upon the faces of a few of them. They wept 
for her. Perhaps for them both. 

They took no joy in their duty. 

And in that, she could take some solace. Walking from Valroy, 
caring not for the blood that stained her feet and her clothes, she 
disappeared through the roots of the trees once more. She knew not 
where she was going—not precisely. But she knew the place by feel, if 
not by location. 

Take me to the Morrigan. 


TITANIA STOOD at the altar within the ring of stone pillars and 
archways and stared up at the sky as the sun began to rise. She had 
been here for an hour, praying for the Morrigan to come and speak 
with her. Praying for guidance. For knowledge. 

For the gift she would need to kill the Unseelie King. 

But no crows circled the sky. No dark whispers of war and death 
edged at the back of her mind. The Morrigan had no reason to speak 
to her, it seemed. She bared her teeth in rage and clenched her fists at 
her sides. 

“T will tear him to pieces again, and again, and again. I will flay 
the skin and flesh from his bones and make a harvest of his corpse! I 
shall feed the entire Unseelie race roasts I have made from his body. I 
shall make him a fountain of blood. Care you not for your son? Care 
you not for your creation? Death is a far better fate than what I will 
pay him!” She shouted her threats at the sky and prayed the goddess 
knew she was not making idle threats. 

She never made idle threats. 

But there was only silence that greeted her, along with the quiet 
chirping of nearby birds and the rush of wind. 

She whirled from the altar to leave and pulled up short. She was 
not as alone as she had thought. For there, standing at the edge of the 
stones, staring at her with wide-eyed shock, was Abigail Moore. 

She did not look as though she had slept. Shadows marked the skin 
beneath moss green eyes that were reddened by recent tears. The girl 
looked, quite simply, miserable. And Titania knew she was somewhat 
to blame for that. 

Abigail also looked horrified. 

“Tell me you do not mean your words,” the other fae queen 
murmured, clutching a dark green cloak to herself as though it could 


ward off the whole world around her. “Tell me you will not do what 
you say.” 

Titania’s jaw ticked. She never made idle threats. “If the Morrigan 
will not grant me the secret to murdering the bastard and being rid of 
his threat once and for all? Yes. I will ensure he suffers.” 

“Why?” Abigail shook her head. “I know he is not—” 

“He is a tyrant, a murderer, and a fiend, you foolish girl.” Titania 
took a step toward her, fists tightening again. “He has tortured more 
souls than you could count in your lifetime. He has done terrible 
things. If I spent the rest of eternity ensuring that he felt nothing but 
pain, it would not equal that which he has delt others! Do not forget 
who and what he is simply because you’ve become besotted with that 
distended growth between his legs!” 

The expression on Abigail’s face was unreadable. The young 
woman walked up to her slowly and released her grasp on her cloak. 
For a moment, Titania did not know what she meant to do. The list of 
options was long. And none of them turned out to be true. 

For Abigail pulled back her hand and slapped Titania across the 
face. 

Hard. 

Titania staggered and fell into the stone altar behind her, cupping 
her cheek in shock. The sting was surprisingly painful. Turning to look 
at the other woman, it was her turn to be wide-eyed. 

Abigail was glaring at her with such anger that she wondered if the 
human-turned-Seelie witch had not secretly been Unseelie all along. 
The queen of the moonlit court was fuming. Her words were a low, 
chilling hiss that she ground out between clenched teeth. “Do not 
speak to me as if you know my thoughts, Queen Titania. Do not 
pretend that you know me, or what has transpired between me and my 
husband.” 

Titania stared at her in shock for another moment before she 
began to laugh. “Oh, you poor thing...you poor, sweet, misguided 
child. Do you honestly believe you love him? Or worse, do you 
honestly believe he loves you?” She straightened and pushed a hand 
over her hair to tuck the strands back that had been jarred out of 
place. “I am so sorry. He has corrupted you—twisted you— 
manipulated you into thinking he cares for you. I promise you he does 
not. There is no room in his black heart for anyone but himself. I only 
hope you will come to see this before it is too late.” 

Abigail did not waver in her glare. “You are wrong.” 

“And I am sorry you believe that.” Titania walked away. There was 
nothing for her at the altar of the Morrigan. The goddess had no 
interest in taking responsibility for her actions. Nor did it seem Abigail 
would come to see reason and accept her place as the Unseelie Queen. 


It seemed it all fell upon Titania’s shoulders once again. 
As it always did. 


ABIGAIL WATCHED as Titania walked away, and it was not until the 
other queen was gone that she let herself relax, even in the slightest. 

And in the woman’s absence, her anger faltered, wavered, and 
faded. It left only an empty, hollow ache in its place. She did not think 
Titania’s words were true. She did believe Valroy loved her. 

But what if she was wrong? 

And what did it matter in the end, anyway? 

No. She pushed the doubts away. Valroy loved her, as she loved 
him. She was certain of it, and it was sadly one of the few things in Tir 
n’Aill she could place her trust in. 

Stepping up to the altar of the Morrigan, she looked down at her 
palms. “I...have nothing to bring you, great goddess. I have nothing to 
sacrifice in your name, or place upon your stone.” Kneeling in the cold 
grass, she hung her head, and placed her hands on her thighs. “I come 
to you for guidance, knowing I do not deserve any. But I do not know 
what to do.” 

Silence. She expected nothing else. She shut her eyes and let out a 
breath. “I love the man who desires to destroy my people—the people 
you have given me. I love the monster who has done terrible things 
and seeks to do more. And I do not know how to live without the 
creature who wishes to destroy two worlds in his wrath. I find myself 
caught between mercy and love, and I do not know which I can 
sacrifice and still wake each morning.” 

Tears stung her eyes, and she let them fall. “I am not without 
friends—without allies. I thank whichever gods gave me Perin, and 
Anfar, and...yes, even Puck.” She chuckled sadly. “And until but a day 
ago, Cruinn and Bayodan.” Her heart darkened with the thought of 
her two traitorous guardians. “But even with them, I do not know 
which direction to take. Which path to walk. Mercy or love?” 

Taking in a breath, she held it for a moment before slowly letting 
it out. “Yet, for all that has happened, I...owe you my gratitude. I 
know it is not the way of our people to issue thanks, but you have 
mine all the same. I believe it was your will that brought Valroy to my 
door. I know it was by your will that I was brought back from the 
song of life as a Seelie. And it was by your will that I was given a 
chance to know him. To...love him. And come what may, come what 
may transpire, I will cherish that until I cease to be.” 

“Can you watch him die?” 

The words were nothing more than a whisper on the wind, but 


they sent a chill up her spine. She straightened, her eyes opening, and 
she gasped at what she saw. 

Crows. 

A thousand of them had gathered around her, perched atop every 
stone pillar and archway. And they all watched her, heads turned to 
peer at her with their black eyes. 

She froze. She was now in the presence of the goddess herself. She 
swallowed thickly and took a moment to ponder the question. Could 
she? Could she watch the light fade from Valroy’s eyes? She pulled her 
hands into fists and found tears stinging her eyes once more, renewed 
at the image. “Yes...but only if I were to shortly join him.” 

“Can you watch him suffer?” 

That was why she was here. She knew the answer. And it was one 
that led her to a very dangerous conclusion. “No. I cannot.” 

“Then waste not my time.” 

Two things happened at once. 

A thousand crows took flight, soaring up into the air. 

And something sharp pierced her back and through her heart. It 
was as though a dagger had been rammed through her body. But as 
she touched the spot where the blade should have protruded from her 
chest, there was nothing there. 

But it felt as though it was—no, not a dagger—but a brand. A 
terrible, burning spear of metal. Her vision wavered, went white about 
the edges, and...she fell to the ground. 

Darkness took her. And it was preferable to the pain. 

Far preferable. 


She had been here once before. 

A tree. A huge, frightening, ancient oak. It reached up into the night sky 
before her, its bare branches scratching at the stars like jagged fingernails 
reaching to tear them asunder and claw them down from the heavens. 

A tree with a thousand weapons buried in its trunk. Swords and 
daggers, arrows and axes, spears and maces. Some of styles she did not 
recognize. Some that looked older than she thought possible. Some that did 
not look of this world at all. 

The tree grew from the center of a stone platform, lifted above a surface 
of liquid that shone crimson in the moonlight. It was a lake of blood. Its 
roots stretched out into the surface as if to mirror the branches above, 
determined in its sprawl as they spanned and branched out into the blood. 

The roots pulsed. 

They pulsed with a heartbeat. 

She took a step forward, wishing not to walk upon the carpet of tangled 
roots but not knowing what else to do. The ground was wet and damp and 
warm. Too warm. The tree was alive...and so was the blood beneath her. 


When she reached the trunk of the tree, she saw the wounds the 
weapons made in it still wept sap as though someone had simply tapped it 
for syrup. 

Touching her fingers to a stream, she was not surprised to see that it 
came back red. This tree bled, and the liquid that surrounded her came 
from this ancient, dreadful thing before her. 

All that she felt from it was violence. The desire for it—the need—the 
wanton ache to bring pain and feel it and spread it as wide and far as its 
roots could go. 

It lived, and it bled, but its song was not one of life. 

It was one of death. 

But part of her knew this tree. Knew this place. And not simply because 
she had seen it once before. 

But how? It was not possible. 

And it was as she pressed her palm to its bark that the vision shattered. 


SHE AWOKE, lying in the freezing grass, and found a thin veil of snow 
had fallen upon her. She was shivering not simply because of the cold. 

She was shivering because of what she had felt when she had 
placed her hand upon that tree of death. 

It was not possible. 

It was not possible. 

It could not be. 

And she refused to accept it. 

But as she pushed up to her feet, and nearly toppled to the ground 
again, she felt herself going into a panic. Her heart was pounding so 
loudly in her ears that it drowned everything else out. For when she 
had placed her hand upon that tree...some part of her recognized it 
for what it truly was. 

No. 

Not what. 

Who. 

When she reappeared back at Perin’s cottage, she pushed the door 
open and made it precisely two steps before her pounding heart and 
growing panic got the best of her. She staggered. Someone caught her. 
She collapsed to the ground, cradled in their arms. 

Valroy had asked her to solve the Maze. 

And for what seemed like an eternity, she had no concept of what 
he meant. 

But now...she did. 

And the horror of it made the encroaching darkness the safer place 
to be. And she let it take her more than happily. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Titania paced the throne room, her fists still clenched at her sides. 


Her nails dug into her palms, nearly piercing the skin. She did not 
care. The sting it gave her centered her, grounded her, gave her 
something to focus on. 

Something to focus on that was not rage. But it was not the anger 
she felt toward Valroy, the Morrigan, and now Abigail that sent her 
steps tracing back over each other before the golden throne. It was 
what ran beneath the fury. 

Fear. 

By all the gods both here and there, she was terrified. 

What was she to do? She could not simply stand by the wayside 
and watch as Valroy destroyed two worlds. She could not be idle 
while the fate of her people was sealed. But it seemed that if there was 
a way to murder the venomous bastard, it was not hers to know. 

But she refused to be helpless. She refused. When a presence 
entered the room, she turned her head and glowered at the shadowed, 
fabric-covered figure who hunched in the dark corner of the room. 
“There you are! Where have you been?” 

“Busy, Queen Titania...I serve more masters than you.” 

She grimaced and returned to pacing. There was no point in being 
angry at an Unseelie. “You can drop the façade, Lord Bayodan. I know 
it is you who has been my spy this entire time.” 

“I am not the goat king.” The figure laughed, a raspy, hoarse 
sound. Titania could still not get a read on any manner of detail from 
the figure. She did not know if it was man or woman, young or old. “I 
am flattered you think so.” 

“Cruinn, then.” She rolled her eyes. It would make sense. 

“No. Neither am I they.” 

“It does not matter!” She threw up her hands. “Lie to me if you 
like. I do not care. You came to bring me information, and I shall pay 
you for it. I do not have time for your games.” 

“Anfar lives, but barely. The selkie companion of Queen Abigail 
has taken them all into his shelter.” 

She waved her hand dismissively. She did not care. “Can Valroy be 
killed?” 

“Yes.” 

“How? How may I kill him?” She tried not to sound as very 
desperate as she felt. “Tell me what I must do!” 


“I said there was a way he can be killed.” The figure laughed 
again, cruel and cold. “I did not say it would be possible for you to do 
it.” 

Growling in anger, she bit back the urge to fly at the shadowed 
thing and rip it to shreds with her bare hands. Shutting her eyes, she 
forced herself to take a deep breath and let it out. Killing a spy would 
do her no good. The fetid thing might still be useful. “Who can kill 
him, then?” 

“The one who solves the Maze may end his life. No one else.” 

Titania rubbed her hands over her face and groaned in frustration. 
“No. That inane gambit he placed before that nit Abigail is nonsense. 
The Maze cannot be solved.” 

“Oh...yes, it can. For to solve something is to know it. And to 
know it, is to keep it.” The figure straightened slightly, threatening to 
come out of the shadows and into the light. “Or kill it. If she so 
wishes.” 

“You are speaking gibberish.” 

“And that is why you shall not be the one to kill him. If he dies. He 
may not. It is not his decision. Nor is it yours.” The figure sniffed 
dismissively. “You'll be dead before long. Long before him.” 

“Do not dare threaten me.” 

“I do not threaten. I promise.” The figure laughed. “You are in a 
corner, and the Unseelie like nothing more than when their prey is 
trapped. Do your worst to him, and it shall only quicken your demise. 
Do nothing at all, and it will come all the same.” 

Titania decided she had endured enough. Storming up to the 
figure, she grabbed it by its cloak and yanked it forward, pulling it 
into the light. She would see this creature’s face and know its name, 
right before she threw it into the Lake of Sorrows with all the rest! 

But as she pulled on the cloak, the figure exploded into a murder 
of crows that soared up and into the sky, cawing and screeching. It 
almost sounded like laughter. 

And she was left holding nothing but tattered black fabric. 

Fear. 

Yes. 

That was what she felt. 

She was very, very afraid. 


PERIN HELD the unconscious Abigail in his arms and gently stroked 
her hair. She had burst into the cabin, her breathing far too quick and 
shallow. Before he could even ask her what was wrong, her eyes had 
rolled into her head and she had passed out. 


It was honestly for the best. The poor girl looked exhausted, and 
she needed some sleep, even if it was forced on her. Her head was 
resting against his shoulder, and she sat in his lap sideways across his 
legs. He would have lain her down, but the floor was very hard and 
uncomfortable, and his cot was still occupied by the also unconscious 
Anfar. 

“We need one more unconscious lord or lady and I think we have a 
‘royal flush,” he muttered to Puck. He had just learned the rules of 
poker. It was a fun game, if...maybe he hadn’t been playing with the 
spymaster. 

The frightening and bizarre half-breed fae was sitting at the table, 
arms folded, chin resting atop them. Puck had cleaned him out in the 
game of cards, though they were not playing for real money. Perin 
suspected the man was cheating, but he wasn’t a fool enough to 
accuse him of such a thing. 

Puck snickered quietly. “I like you, selkie.” 

He was very glad that was the case. The opposite would probably 
be disastrous. “What do you think happened to her?” 

“Hm? Oh. I think she went to see the Morrigan. And Big Momma 
M probably let her in on the little secret.” Robin Goodfellow grinned. 

“Little secret?” Perin raised an eyebrow. 

“Not a secret if I tell you.” He rolled his eyes. “She'll tell you, 
anyway, when she’s accepted it.” He sniffed. “Shit’ll go down first, 
though, I think.” 

“You know the future?” Perin shook his head. “I thought you were 
just a spy.” 

“Just! Just? Pah!” Puck sat back in the chair and huffed. “I am the 
best spy who’s ever lived, thank-you-very-fuckin’-much. I know 
plenty. And because my head is here, and there, and then, and when, 
and will be, I can see plenty more. Kind of. In bits. But I don’t need to 
be a psychic to know Val’s gonna be pissed when he gets set free.” He 
snickered again, grinning at the mention of the chaos that would 
likely ensue. 

“What if he isn’t set free?” Perin wasn’t quite sure where he stood 
on the idea, honestly. He really didn’t want war with the Seelie or the 
humans. But at the same point in time, he also could not stand to 
think of Valroy left in some terrible prison, being tortured until the 
end of time. Personally, he was terrified of Valroy more than anything 
else. But if Abigail loved him, that meant there was something worth 
loving in him. 

“You honestly think Abigail won’t let him go?” Puck sighed and 
stood from the chair, stretched with a loud yawn, and walked over to 
the cot where Anfar was resting. He pulled back a blanket to carefully 
inspect one of the bandages. For all his goading and manic nature, he 


was careful with the wounded sea monster. And Perin was glad for the 
help, to be honest. “It’d be one thing if he died. Maybe she’d get over 
him then. But to know he’s somewhere, in pain, and she can’t help 
him? No. She’ll set him free.” 

Perin knew the spy was right. And he knew that total war would 
follow in Valroy’s wake when he emerged from whatever prison 
Titania had placed him in. It was just a matter of time, and if Perin 
was a betting man—and he recently learned he shouldn’t be—it would 
be sooner rather than later. 

“Do you think we’re going to war?” 

“Dunno. Can’t see that bit.” Puck shrugged. “You’d think I would, 
since itd be so big and gnarly. But I can’t. Just pieces around the 
edges.” He opened his mouth to say something, paused, chuckled, and 
then shook his head. 

“What?” 

“Nothing.” But Puck still had that grin on his face. 

It was making Perin nervous. “No, tell me. What?” 

Puck finished changing one of Anfar’s bandages. The sea monster 
was healing quickly, but he was still paler than usual, the skin around 
the wounds dark with bruises. The spy pulled the blankets back up 
over the unconscious man and smiled down at him mournfully. “You 
know what’s worse than fearing you’ll never be loved?” He stood and 
cracked his neck. “Knowing you never will.” 

“What do you mean?” Perin felt as though he were chasing at the 
back of a carriage when he was speaking to the other man. 

“I am every me in every blink of time. Like—think about the world 
like photos, right? And—” He paused. “Paintings. Think about the 
world like paintings. Every fraction of a second you exist, bam, 
painting. That’s me. Giant pile of paintings. Have to sort through them 
sometimes. But you know what?” He huffed a laugh. “I’m always 
alone.” 

Something in Perin truly felt for the manic creature. “I...1 am 
sorry. That’s terrible. Are you sure?” 

“Sure as sure can be!” He cackled, and when Anfar stirred at the 
noise, lowered his voice to a whisper. “Sorry.” He smiled. “It’s all 
right, though. I don’t mind. Besides. I’m a bit too...eh...random.” He 
tapped his temple. “But you’re missing the point I was making, seal 
pup.” 

“I guess I don’t understand.” 

Puck shrugged. “You will. I gotta go. Pll be back when she wakes 
up. Toodles!” And with that, and no other warning, the spymaster 
blinked out of existence. The suddenness made Perin jolt in surprise. 

He was both glad for Puck’s departure and a little sad for it. 
Happy, because the unpredictable walking embodiment of chaos was 


no longer poking at his belongings or making vague, terrifying, and 
mostly unintelligible comments. 

Sad, because now he was alone. With the unconscious sea beast he 
found himself terribly concerned over, and the unconscious Unseelie 
Queen. 

Leaning his head back against the wall, he let out a sigh. “I’m just 
a selkie.” 


TITANIA STOOD upon the shore of the Lake of Sorrows and gazed out 
over the strange, opalescent surface of the still waters. The air was 
silent around the lake, as it always was. For this was not a place 
where birds came to sing, or insects came to spread pollen. 

This was a place of meditation. Of consideration. 

And of the end of consciousness. The end of being one, and instead 
being many. Of the end of one life, and the return to life itself. Yet it 
still reeked of that moment that existed right before death, when 
breath held on the edge of a knife before it was sliced away and gone. 

She stared out at the surface that shone with milky colors like it 
had been slicked with oil. In the center of the lake was a tree that 
stood tall and reached wide, its branches fully in bloom with petals 
that drifted down in the sweetest tone of pink. 

But it was what lingered beneath the surface, like hazy shadows of 
unmoving fish, that she was watching. It was a shallow lake and might 
reach to her shoulders at best if she was foolish enough to wade in. Its 
lack of depth did little to hide the figures that were chained to 
weights, bound in iron and kept beneath the surface. 

Figures that were still alive. 

And yet were not, all the same. 

She tapped her fingertips against her thighs, and knew she stood 
upon a precipice. The road forked before her, and both paths led to 
death. Shaking her head, she sighed. There was no true choice. 

If Valroy cannot die by normal means, then Abigail must be reasoned 
with. If she is the one who holds the key to his death...then she must learn 
to wish to kill him. 

And there it was. The only thing she could do to save Tir n’Aill and 
Earth from the monstrous King Valroy. Titania let out a weak, tired 
laugh. Of course. Of course, it would come to this. But what else did 
she have, if she could not save her people? Nothing. 

And so it must be done. 

Turning to the guards, she waved her hand. “Fetch the prisoner. 
And send a message to the Unseelie Queen that she should come bid 
farewell to her husband.” 


The Lake of Sorrows may not be able to stop his heart. 
But she could at least hope that it might break his mind. 


ABIGAIL AWOKE to someone shaking her. It was a gentle shake, but it 
was a shake all the same. She yelped in surprise and shoved at 
whoever was next to her in a startled panic. She fell onto the ground 
and groaned. She had been sitting. Her decision to push against 
whoever had been touching her had been what knocked her over. 

“Oh—oh, sorry!” Hands plucked her back up. It took her another 
second to realize it was Perin who had been the result of her rather 
abrupt awakening. 

Rubbing her hand over her face, she struggled to remember why 
she had been asleep at all. Something had happened, and— 

In a flash, it all returned to her. The vision. Oh gods, the vision! 
Instantly, she wanted to be sick. Her stomach churned, and she 
pushed up to her feet before rushing rather unsteadily out the door, 
the bits of bark and splinters on the roughly hewn doorjamb digging 
into her palms as she staggered outside. 

She fell to her knees and took slow, deep breaths of the cold, early 
Winter air. It did a great deal to sooth both her stomach and her 
reeling head, even if the pebbles of the shore dug into her knees. 

She heard footsteps approach. Someone rubbed her back, 
crouching low next to her. “You okay, boss?” Puck. 

She nodded weakly. “Yeah...” 

“Good. Because you’re on deck.” 

“What are you talking about?” She looked up to him, rubbing a 
hand over her eyes one last time. She felt shaky, and sure enough, her 
fingers were trembling. 

“Valroy. He’s...the bitch is gonna put him in the lake. You need to 
stop her.” He helped her up to her feet, brushed her off, and began 
tidying up her hair. “You need to save your husband.” 

“He can’t die...” 

“Who said he was going to die?” The look on Puck’s face went 
dark, and Abigail fought the urge to take a step back from him. “Do 
you remember the Weeping Willows?” 

“Of course.” She supposed she would never forget the things she 
felt in that grove of silently screaming trees. It would be a nightmare 
that haunted her for a very long time. 

Puck sneered. “Don’t you think the Seelie would have dreamed up 
their own way of disposing of prisoners?” He tugged on her wrist. “His 
heart might not stop. But what eventually comes out might not be 
alive, either. Let’s go.” 


Acting against Titania meant starting a war. It did not matter if she 
succeeded in freeing Valroy or not. If she succeeded, Valroy would 
destroy them all. And if she failed, she would have committed an act 
of war, regardless. 

And now that she knew the truth? 

Now that she knew what Valroy really was? 

The knowledge that she could not let Valroy suffer was thrown 
into question. For if he was what she now believed him to be...there 
was likely far more than Tir n’Aill and Earth at stake. 

Puck tugged angrily on her wrist. “You should at least say goodbye, 
Abigail. Come on.” 

She swiped at tears with her free hand and nodded once. The 
spymaster was right. Come what may, no matter what she decided, 
she owed him that much. She wanted to see him. To ask him if it was 
true. 

For when she saw those sapphire eyes gaze into hers with the 
answer to her question, she would have to decide. She would have to 
choose. 

Mercy or love. 

Once and for all. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Anfar rolled onto his side and coughed. Whatever was in his lungs 


was thick, and sour, and he wanted it out. It hurt. Everything hurt. 
Gods of the deep, why was he still alive? He moaned at the feeling of 
the pounding in his head. It was deafening and miserable. 

A hand touched his shoulder, and he flinched reflexively. Where 
was he? 

The last thing he had known, he had lain down to die. 

And now he was here. Somewhere. Somewhere that smelled 
vaguely of fire, and cooking food, and— 

And a selkie he had come to know. 

If he had not recently wept all the tears he felt he was likely 
capable of shedding, and if he were not in such miserable pain, he 
might sob. For he knew where he was without opening his eyes. He 
knew where he was lying. And he knew who was gently stroking his 
arm. 

Damn it. 

Damn it all. 

Perin tentatively stroked his hair away from his face. He let it 
happen. He was not much in the mood to fight, nor did he have the 
strength to do so. His limbs felt heavy and leaden. Why? Why did the 
gods seek to torture him so? What had he done to wrong them? 

He should be dead. 

He wished to be dead. 

But he was here instead. Precisely in the place that scared him the 
most. Not the cabin—not the quietly crackling fire and the feeling of 
warmth in the small, shabby structure. But because of the man who 
sat beside him on the cot, trying his best to comfort him. 

Perin offered him a mug of water. Shakily, Anfar took it and drank 
with the selkie’s help. If he was not dead, there was no point in 
suffering. And the cold liquid felt wonderful in his parched throat. It 
rid him of some of the bitter ichor that had lodged there. 

It was also too tempting to let himself enjoy the attention of the 
sailor. It was too tempting to let himself enjoy the other man’s 
presence. It was only going to destroy him further, he knew. It would 
only lead to pain. His heart was already doomed to be broken, as it 
always was. 

Perin urged him to lie back again, and Anfar obeyed. Shutting his 
eyes, he did not look up at the selkie as the young fae began to 


unwrap bandages that had been put over his wounds. But when the 
selkie did not speak, he finally looked up at him. The man’s brow was 
knit in concern as he carefully traded out the gauze he had placed 
over the gashes, now healing over but still seeping gore. The man 
looked...worried. Perhaps even a little afraid. 

“T will live.” Anfar’s hoarse words came out barely audibly. “You 
needn’t fret.” 

“T know. It—” He hesitated. “It isn’t that.” He opened his mouth 
again as if to speak, and then shook his head, changing his mind. 

“What?” He could not manage much more than that. 

“Your wounds...weren’t deadly, if treated. Why did you—” Perin 
began re-wrapping the wound on his chest. “Never mind. It’s none of 
my business.” 

Why did I wish to die? 

Because I do not wish to endure heartbreak again. But here I am at the 
precipice once more. Because I think I am in love with you, selkie, and I 
know you will never feel the same way in return. That is my fate. But he 
said none of those words aloud. It was not worth it. 

Instead, he simply shut his eyes. “It is’—he coughed—“not your 
burden to bear.” He went to sit up, groaned, and collapsed back onto 
the cot. “I should go.” 

“You can’t move yet. You are not going anywhere.” Perin sighed 
and finished wrapping the wound and went to tend to one on his arm. 
“Nor should you be trying.” 

“T have troubled you enough. I should not be here.” 

“T put you here of my own free will. If I wished to—” The selkie 
stopped. He visibly debated whether or not to keep speaking. With a 
defeated slump of his shoulders, he let out a grunt then finished his 
thought. “If I wished to let you die at the bottom of the ocean, I would 
not have gone looking for you in the first place.” 

“Who sent you to find me?” It was probably Abigail. Valroy was 
likely already too maimed to do much. 

Perin’s jaw twitched. “No one sent me. I sent myself.” 

That confused him. That confused him greatly. The selkie had gone 
to find him of his own accord? Why? The options that ran through his 
head were all impossible ones. Ones that led him down a treacherous, 
dangerous road of hope. And hope had done him no favors in his life. 

Ah, right. The prediction. He remembered now that the hag had 
instructed Perin to stay close by his side. That was it. He was just a 
shipwrecked sailor, wishing not to be caught on the wrong side of the 
winds of fate for a second time. 

But there was something odd in the other man’s eyes. Something 
he could almost recognize in himself. Hope. And the fear of it. Like 
watching an incoming storm overtaking his vessel and knowing there 


was absolutely nothing he could do to stop it. 

Perhaps... 

“You had me worried sick,” Perin muttered to him as he began 
changing out a second pad of gauze placed over another wound, lower 
on his side. The man’s touch was warm, and though the pads of his 
fingers were rough from daily use, he was as careful as anyone could 
be as he tended to Anfar. 

Perin’s words confused Anfar just as much as his touch distracted 
him. It took him a moment to process it. “Why?” 

“You were about to die, that’s why.” Perin glanced up at him 
incredulously before focusing on his work. “I would think that was 
obvious.” 

“What I mean is—why do you care?” 

Perin hesitated and shut his eyes. “I...” With a groan, he ran his 
hands through his short hair, ruffling it, scratching at his scalp. Anfar 
fought the urge to reach forward and touch him. But with the state he 
was currently in, he did not know if he could even lift his arms. 

Let alone if he should do anything of the sort. 

The other man was caught up in some manner of internal debate. 
“I am just—I am not important, Anfar. I am small. I am a gods- 
damned selkie. I should not even be Unseelie! Most of my kind are of 
the sunlit court, and I—I am just a fucking sailor without a ship. I am 
not like you!” 

Caught aback at the man’s sudden rant, Anfar could only stare at 
him dumbly for a moment. He did not understand where it came from, 
or what it had to do with anything at all. Perin looked so crestfallen, 
his shoulders slumped, his elbows now resting on his knees. 

Anfar could not resist the temptation any longer. He reached out a 
hand—shaky as it was—and carefully laid it upon the other man’s 
arm. His pale skin, nearly blueish gray now, looked so odd against 
Perin’s sun-kissed bronze. Even in the moonlit world of the Unseelie, 
he managed to keep a tan. 

He was just a tiny bit jealous. 

But his human form looked like that of a sunken corpse. He knew 
it. His was not a form meant for beauty and splendor. He was...simply 
what he was. His thin fingers and sharp nails reminded him of how 
monstrous he was in appearance compared to the selkie. Perin would 
pass for human, if it weren’t for the slight point to his ears and his 
teeth. 

When Perin put his palm over Anfar’s hand, he did not quite know 
what to do. Or what to think. The selkie was looking down at his 
hand, and cautiously, carefully—as though afraid of each movement— 
wove his fingers into his. 

Anfar’s heart hitched. He froze, afraid that he might break the 


moment by doing—well, anything. 

“T am just a selkie,” Perin murmured, repeating himself. “I do not 
matter.” 

“And I...” His voice was hoarse and thick, and his recent injuries 
had nothing to do with it. Nothing at all. He chuckled once, weakly, 
and half shut his eyes. “Look at me.” 

Perin looked at him in confusion, his brow knit together in the 
center once more. He reached out his other hand, and as if Anfar were 
made of the most delicate crystal, or as if he would disappear like the 
snow that was gently falling outside, he placed his palm to Anfar’s 
cheek. 

The selkie leaned closer. 

“Hey, guys!” 

Perin jolted nearly a foot in the air, and Anfar would have done 
the same if he felt as though he could move. The door of the cabin 
burst inward, slamming against the wall. 

Puck. 

He was out of breath, a wild look of panic and excitement in equal 
measure plastered on his face. He grinned, sharp and feral like a wolf. 
“We need you.” 

“He can’t get out of bed.” Perin insisted. “Pll come, but he—” 

“Tough shit. She needs you both.” Puck wiped a back of his hand 
across his nose, and it was then that Anfar noticed that it was 
bleeding. “Ooh, fuck. Too many jumps all at once. We have to go. 
Now.” 

“Were you not just here?” Perin arched an eyebrow. 

“Was I?” Puck cackled. “That’s fun! Doesn’t matter. Time to go.” 

With a long, bedraggled sigh, he forced himself up to sitting. Perin 
objected, loudly and repeatedly, but it did not matter. The Unseelie 
Queen called, and Valroy probably needed rescuing. And what was he, 
if not a loyal friend? “What has Valroy done?” 

Puck’s rather feral grin turned cruel and malicious. “Nothing. Yet.” 

“Fantastic.” Anfar grunted. Pain shot through him, stinging and 
sharp. But he did not care. Standing, however, was another matter. 
Standing he could not do without collapsing. 

Perin kept him from hitting the ground. Before he could protest, 
the selkie had one of Anfar’s arms over his shoulder, and one of his 
own around his waist. “If you are going to do this,” the selkie said 
with a sigh, “please do not be stupid about it.” 

“Oh, trust me.” Puck snickered. “This is about to get a lot dumber.” 


ABIGAIL HAD NOT EVEN REGISTERED where she was standing before 


Puck had let her go, kissed her on the cheek, declared “bee-are-bee” 
and disappeared in a blink. 

Whatever that meant. 

Regardless, she was standing by herself at the edge of a lake. It 
appeared manmade, or at least fae made, as it was a perfect circle. In 
the center of it, on a perfectly circular island, was an enormous tree 
with white bark, its pink blossoms in full bloom. 

The water itself gave her an eerie, unsettling feeling, however. She 
took a step away from the shore, dread crawling up her spine. The 
liquid was milky and strange, barely translucent, and the surface 
shone in different colors like oil. It looked shallow, as there were dark 
shapes that lingered beneath the surface, though she could not tell 
what it was. 

A boat sat upon the shore. And in it, she saw two large rocks with 
iron hooks hammered into their surface. They were weights. 

But...why? 

Although Puck had left her, and she was without assistance, she 
was not alone. 

She was, in fact, surrounded. 

Titania stood by the shore, her long silk dress matching the pale 
pink petals of the tree in the center of the lake. Her head was held 
high, and atop her head was her thin, delicate, golden crown. She was 
the regal, exacting, and august queen Abigail had always expected her 
to be. Any friendship or kindness was gone from her eyes. 

And surrounding them both was a wall of soldiers in their glinting 
armor, spears and swords and shields on full display. The message was 
clear. Should she try anything foolish, it would mean an all-out war. 

Yet she had no clue how she was to avoid such a thing. For there, 
crumpled in the center of the clearing, between Titania and Abigail... 
was Valroy. Or what was left of him. 

Her heart cracked in half at the sight of his broken, maimed form. 
She ran to him, falling to her knees beside him. She could see the 
bones of his wings, the flesh between the spans torn and ripped away. 

Yet he was not what he seemed. She knew that now. The 
knowledge of what she had been shown in her vision clawed at her 
like a wild animal, refusing to be still. She had not even had a 
moment to consider what it meant, or how she felt about the truth she 
had now learned. 

But seeing him, beaten, bloodied, and tortured...her heart broke all 
the same. She had run to his side without a thought, and it was only 
now that she cradled his head in her lap, that she remembered the 
reality of their situation. 

“Solve the Maze,” he had said. 

Now she knew what he had meant. 


And the answert...? 

Gently stroking his hair, she watched as his eyes slowly opened 
halfway, and he twitched, as if expecting a blow. “It is me, Valroy. I 
am here.” 

There was a faint smile on his face, and a look of relief, even as he 
whispered one word. “Run.” How he had the strength to speak, she 
did not know. The line around his neck where it was clear they had 
attempted and failed to behead him was red and raw, but it had tried 
to heal. The rest of him was in no better condition, and much of it 
worse. 

Run. 

Her jaw ticked. 

Today is simply going to continue to go from bad to worse. Looking up 
to Titania, she realized what was about to happen, even if she did not 
know the details. She should not have been surprised. She was a 
threat and a danger, just like the man lying bleeding in her lap. “What 
is this place?” 

“This is the Lake of Sorrows. Where the fetid Unseelie monsters 
who we take as prisoners are returned to nature.” The queen sneered. 
“Where they might return to the song of life and serve some grander, 
nobler purpose.” 

Returned to nature. She knew what that was like. And she knew 
what it entailed. “How, precisely, do you do this?” 

Titania gestured out to the water. “Unlike our dear King Valroy”— 
she nearly spat the word—“our prisoners feel no pain. As they are 
committed to the lake, they suffer nothing but the curse of their own 
thoughts as they are slowly dissolved.” 

“Dissolved.” A cold fear washed over her. “Dissolved?” 

“Down to the bones themselves. Sometimes it takes years. 
Sometimes centuries. For him? I doubt it will happen at all. It is, I 
promise you, a painless fate. Not even the discomfort of drowning is 
suffered by them.” Titania’s words were as icy as the Winter air 
around them. And just as forgiving. 

“You mean to chain him to the bottom of the lake for all time.” 

“Yes.” 

Leaning down, she kissed Valroy’s temple. “And if I move to stand 
against you?” 

“You will join him.” Titania’s jaw twitched. “I had hoped we would 
be sisters, you and I. I still hope we shall. This is the kindest fate I can 
give him—the kindest fate I can give Tir n’Aill. He shall know no pain. 
No suffering. Nothing but the company of his thoughts. Perhaps in 
dreams you may still be together. This is peace—for him, for us, for 
everyone.” 

There was part of her that was tempted to listen. Part of her that 


knew what Titania offered was the sensible, logical, compassionate 
choice. 

The merciful one. 

Abigail shut her eyes and took a moment, feeling the kiss of the 
bitter Winter wind, and pictured a world where she would never find 
warmth in Valroy’s arms, ever again. A world where she did not hear 
his laugh but in the ghosts of memories or in stolen dreams. 

A world that, on the inverse, was not on fire. 

A world that was not in the grips of...whatever it was that Valroy 
truly was. 

“May I have a moment to talk to him?” She looked up at Titania. 
“Alone?” 

The queen hesitated for a long moment. She did not wish to say 
yes. But finally, after a breath, she nodded. “Very well. Say your 
goodbyes, Abigail.” 

Perhaps. Perhaps not. Abigail reached out and commanded the 
Gle’Golun to grow. From around her in a circle rose a dome of the 
vines, twisting and winding about each other. She knew Titania would 
not leave them unguarded, and Abigail would do what she could to 
gain some semblance of privacy. She smiled as she watched the 
intricate pattern form into the best shelter she could manage in the 
moment. 

“Beautiful.” Valroy’s voice was hoarse and raspy. “You are growing 
stronger...” 

Turning attention back to him, she cupped his cheek for a moment 
before placing her palm over the inked circle of the Maze that rested 
over his heart. It held new meaning. New, and terrible meaning. 

He chuckled, grinning weakly up at her. “Morrigan?” 

Abigail cringed before she nodded once. So, it was true. It was 
honestly true. She did not think it was possible. But she had mused on 
it once before, hadn’t she? Fae were shapeshifters and monsters. If 
Anfar’s true form was a great and powerful sea beast, what could 
Valroy become? 

But that was not the right question to ask. 

The right question she should have asked was not about his shapes 
or forms. But about his truth. 

He shut his faintly glowing eyes. “That is’—he coughed 
—“cheating. My life is no longer forfeit. You were given the answer.” 
Iron chains, barbs sticking deep into his flesh, rattled as he shifted his 
hand to place it over the back of hers. She could see the bones 
through the wounds along his arms. He opened his eyes and watched 
her, tired and sad. “Our deal is off.” 

She had to laugh, quietly and overwrought, as he smiled up at her, 
that lopsided, fiendish expression that did not match the grief in his 


eyes. Silently, she knew what he was asking her. 

“Can you still love me, knowing what I really am?” 

And with no small amount of horror, she realized...yes. Yes, she 
could. She had hoped that the shock of the truth would be so terrible 
that it would shake her free from the invisible chains that bound her 
to him. But she was his prisoner still, if now by very different means 
than the day he abducted her into Tir n’Aill. 

Into the Maze. 

I suppose being “tree-handled” by his forest now makes a great deal of 
sense. She tried not to laugh. She tried, and failed, even if the sound 
that left her was exhausted. “That is quite the secret you kept from 
me,” she murmured down to him, stroking a bloody tendril of his blue 
hair from his face. “I should be quite cross with you.” 

“Not a secret at all. The clues were there. You simply did not think 
it was’—he cringed, his words interrupted by a hiss of pain 
—“possible. And besides—that was our riddle. That was our game. 
Solve the Maze.” His hand over hers, placed atop his heart and the 
inked labyrinth he wore. 

He was right. So many things made more sense, now. His seeming 
immortality. The way the Maze would twist and react to his moods, 
his imagination. His nightmares. The fact that he was the center of the 
Maze, no matter where he was. How many times had he even said the 
words himself, though she did not guess that his meaning was so very 
literal? 

As if reading her mind, he smiled up at her, as if accepting what he 
believed would be her rejection. 

He said the words aloud as though he were calling for the 
executioner’s axe to drop. 

“Tam the Maze.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Valroy watched in exhaustion and agony as Abigail wrestled with the 


truth. With the truth of not only the whole world around her, but...of 
him. Of who—of what—he really was. 

“Can we...do this another time?” He swallowed, feeling the scratch 
of his throat as if he had been forced to swallow tacks. Luckily, they 
had not gone that far. “I do feel a bit out of sorts at the moment.” 

She frowned down at him, and he knew his answer. 

He sighed. She was right. There was likely not going to be another 
time. Either she would abandon him to the lake, or she would fight 
Titania and her soldiers, and likely lose. He loved his dear wife—he 
loved her more than he could have thought possible—but she was not 
ready to face the bitch queen on her own. 

And he would be no good at all. 

“Tell me the truth,” she whispered. “All of it. Please.” 

Who was he to deny her? He sneered. “I am part of the very fabric 
of the darkness itself.” 

She shut her eyes and shook her head. A tear ran down her cheek. 
How he wished to brush it away. “I do not understand.” 

“I was—am—an unstoppable nightmare.” He tried to keep his 
words from cracking as he spoke, but it was a challenge. He did not 
know if he was in full possession of both his lungs at the moment. And 
every twitch, every turn, sent fresh spikes of pain shooting through 
him. He opted to stay as still as he could, lying in her lap as he was. 

It was certainly the most comfort he had experienced in the past 
few days. 

“I was raw. Primordial. A force of darkness from beyond the veil, 
that had existed in Tir n’Aill since the dawn of time. Since perhaps 
before Tir n’Aill was even formed. I am an ancient creature from the 
very nether between worlds.” He shut his eyes for a moment, 
remembering those days. They were fuzzy, and strange, and ran 
together in long strings of time that made no sense to him at all. It 
was as though time were not linear, but...more of an array of 
moments. “I was the Maze, before it had a name. Before it had design. 
I was chaos and death.” 

The look of horror and confusion on her face would have been 
comical to him, if he did not love her so very dearly. “Are you still the 
child of the Morrigan? Or is that a lie?” 

“Yes. In—in a manner of speaking.” His own heart broke, watching 


her listen to his tale. He was tired of bringing her pain. But he knew 
that would likely never stop. It was his nature. It was simply what he 
was. “She wished to see this world undone, to punish the arrogant 
Seelie and destroy the poisonous humans. She knew I had the power 
to do it. Morrigan bred the demon. And, pregnant as she was, she 
came before me. She came before this Great Unknowable Power and 
offered me a deal. A game. And you know how I cannot resist a good 
diversion.” 

Abigail huffed a tired laugh. 

“If I did it for her—if I destroyed the Seelie and the humans, she 
would give me Tir n’Aill for my own. But in return, I must keep the 
Unseelie close—to protect her chosen people and become one of them. 
I, of course, said yes.” Valroy coughed and winced. Oh, that hurt 
when he did not have both his lungs. “I would make myself small for 
her. I would sacrifice my own being and leave the ephemeral 
shadows, if it meant I could finally feed the hunger for death that 
fuels me. Too bad the bitch changed her mind.” 

She sighed. 

He shut his eyes again. He did not wish to see her rejection of him. 
Her disgust. Her hatred. “But even without her game, I wanted the—” 
He stopped to keep himself from throwing up as a fresh, sharp, jagged 
lance of pain ripped up his spine. 

When he could breathe, he started again. “I wanted the chance to 
know what it was like to feel the joy, the sorrow, the lust, the hatred, 
the love, that I could not understand. That I could not experience. I 
said yes. She bred the demon, and from that coupling, I could take 
form. I put myself within the life inside her, and so I am now what 
you see before you.” 

“Why did you not tell me any of this?” 

He laughed and, opening his eyes, smiled up at her as best he 
could. “Yes, because that is a conversation one wishes to have. ‘My 
dearest love, I am an ancient and unstoppable monster from beyond 
the pale who wishes to destroy two worlds for I am unable to help 
myself. Pass the mustard, would you?” 

That got her to chuckle. The poor thing looked exhausted—utterly 
beaten down. Her shoulders slumped with the weight of the world 
around her. 

He wished to kiss it all away. To hold her until he could make it all 
better. But he did not have full use of both his arms. That might make 
it a bit difficult. 

Not to mention the simple fact that he was the source of her 
problems to begin with. And therein was the cost of his truth. He had 
given her one burden too many. And this would be the end. 

“Do not say goodbye to me,” he murmured. “I do not think I could 


take it. This is but a parting until the morrow. I am eternal, my little 
witch. And I will come back to you someday—even if it is when this 
world has turned to dust, and I am ethereal once more. Go within my 
Maze, and embrace it, and you shall embrace me.” 

When she furrowed her brow in confusion, he struggled to lift his 
hand to her cheek. She had to help him, gently supporting the weight 
of his arm as if she were afraid he might snap in two. No, he could 
not. They had tried already. “Take your throne, my queen. Take the 
peace that comes with our parting.” 

She kissed him. She leaned close to him and pressed her lips to his, 
and he savored every second of it, for it would likely be his last. This 
was goodbye. 

Even if he could not stand to hear the words. 

For no one would choose a monster like me, knowing the death I bring 
in my wake. 


ABIGAIL FELT the weight of the truth upon her. The story he had told 
her—the reality of his origin—left her reeling. She wished she could 
down a bottle of alcohol and crawl into a hot bath and simply weep. 

She had known the reach of him, the moment she had touched that 
tree in her vision. She had felt the corruption, the darkness, the malice 
that ran through the whole of the bleeding world beneath her. 

He was so much more than the fiend who lay brutalized and 
tormented in her arms. It might take her years to wrap her head 
around what he really was. And more importantly, what she wished to 
do about it. 

But she would have no such luxury. She would have to choose. 

And she would have to choose now. 

“Abigail. It is time.” Titania’s raised voice broke through the 
woven dome of vines that Abigail had grown around her and her 
husband. Her king. Valroy. An ancient and unstoppable evil from 
beyond the reach of the world itself. 

Shite. 

She wanted to crawl into a corner, but it was time to choose. 

But who was she kidding? 

If she were honest, truly honest, there was no decision to make. It 
was exactly as the Morrigan so succinctly pointed out. She was merely 
wasting time, lingering on the edge of a decision, because her mind 
told her it was wrong. 

Yet her soul knew the truth. 

Dismissing the vines, watching them retreat back into the earth 
and disappear, she looked down at the man in her arms. But he was 


not a man at all, was he? He was not even truly fae. He was...simply 
him. There was no other like Valroy. 

And the look of sorrow upon his face shattered her soul. Take the 
peace that comes with our parting. That was what he had said. And it 
was wise advice. It was the words that anyone would say to her. It 
was what she should do. 

She should abandon him. 

She should leave him to the Lake of Sorrows. 

She should hold him in their dreams and watch him slowly lose his 
mind as he lingered in that place of unliving and undying. But... 

No. 

She could not. 

She loved Valroy. 

She loved him. All of him. Come the darkness, come the war, come 
the death. 

Come what may. 

He was the Maze. He was a primordial evil. 

And she was his bride. 

Opening her eyes, she kissed him one more time. Slowly, she 
placed him back on the ground, as carefully as she could. His eyes 
were shut, and she watched as tears slowly ran down his cheeks. 

It was good advice. And he believed she was going to take it. 

You do not know how much of a fool I really am, do you? With a faint 
smile, she stood, straightened her shoulders, and regarded Titania. 
“No.” 

“What do you mean, no?” Titania crooked a thin eyebrow at her. 

She braced herself for what was about to happen. “He is my king, 
and I am his queen. I will not abandon him.” 

Valroy laughed. Quietly, but he laughed all the same. She wanted 
to kick him in the ribs but decided that since many of them were 
broken and two were showing, it was likely rude. 

Disappointment crossed Titania’s sharp features. Disappointment, 
but not surprise. “So be it.” She nodded and, with the flick of her 
wrist, motioned to her guards. 

And with that? 

The war began. 


TITANIA WATCHED THE CHAOS ENSUE. 

And felt just a little sad for the loss of her guards. She knew many 
of them would fall—they knew the duty they were performing. They 
knew that when they stood against Abigail, they were likely to die 
from the Gle’Golun. 


And the young witch, turned Seelie, turned Unseelie Queen, was a 
formidable opponent. Truly, if the woman knew the extent of her 
powers, and had the skill and practice to use them properly, they 
would all become naught but bones left in the dirt within moments. 

But she was not skilled. Nor practiced. 

And there was Titania’s only opportunity for success. 

Valroy tried to stand but could do nothing with the chains that still 
bound him weighing him down. Titania had no doubt that, even 
tortured and broken, the bastard would still manage to get to his feet 
and fight. 

There were two reasons Titania would win this day. The first being 
that Abigail seemed to not wish to kill her soldiers. The Gle’Golun 
could rip apart the entire grove of the Weeping Willows, but the 
flowers only snapped and slashed at the golden-armored soldiers 
Titania had brought. 

The second? 

No one, not even the new Unseelie Queen, could stand alone. 

Abigail was inexperienced, and she was also outnumbered. There 
was no one there to join her—no one to fight beside her. Even the 
little coward Puck had abandoned her to her fate. Titania shook her 
head, disappointed. The poor girl did not understand. 

No one would stand beside her if she chose to love the monster. 

No one. 


ABIGAIL HAD no idea what she was doing. None at all. She used her 
vines to keep back the soldiers, but she had no desire to kill them. She 
did not wish to end their lives. One of the men hurled a spear at her, 
and she ducked reflexively. The Gle’Golun caught the weapon in 
midair and rendered it to dust, eating the wood and metal alike. 

Another soldier went to leap over the circle she had drawn around 
them, and her desire to spill no blood was put to the test. 

She did not wish to kill. 

Nor did she wish to die. 

“T am sorry,” she whispered to the man as the vines dragged him to 
the earth, the thorny tendrils already driving deep into his flesh. He 
screamed in pain as the flowers drank his life and devoured his body. 
It only took a matter of moments before the soldier was nothing but 
bones. 

Standing, she regarded the other soldiers, now far more hesitant to 
fight. “Go. Please. I do not wish to end you.” She wiped at the tear on 
her cheek. “I do not want this.” 

“You made your choice,” Titania declared. “You chose to murder 


us all by his hands. Now you wish to keep your own clean of blood? 
Coward.” 

“I am no coward.” Abigail clenched her fists. “I am not. I do not 
wish death upon anyone. Nor can I forsake the man I love.” 

“Then you are a fool to think you can have one without the other.” 
Titania gestured her hand, and Abigail yelped as the ground beneath 
her feet shifted. Her vines were swallowed by the earth itself as the 
dirt seemed to roll like the tide of the ocean. Abigail had to fight to 
keep them above the surface. 

“You are alone, Abigail Moore. You cannot defeat me,” Titania 
shouted over the fray. 

In Abigail’s confusion and struggle, the soldiers broke the line. One 
of them raised a sword high above their head. 

Valroy roared in fury, though he could do nothing to stop them. 

Abigail screamed. 

The sword fell. 

And met the arm of a creature made of a hundred thousand shards 
of broken glass. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Chaos. 


Pure chaos. 

Valroy would have enjoyed it, if he were strong enough to be able 
to join into the fray. As it was, he lay there, feeling the weight of the 
barbed iron chains as they tore into his flesh. He struggled to stand, 
though one of his legs was missing a great deal of the muscles 
required to move it. 

He did not care. 

He would stand. 

And he would defend the woman he loved. For she had chosen him 
—him!—knowing the truth of his soul. Finally knowing who and what 
he was. And she had kissed him...and chosen to stand beside him. 

He would stand. And he would help her. 

Twice he fell, listening to the fight going on around him. Cruinn 
and Bayodan had arrived with Puck, swinging the tide of battle, 
though the Unseelie were still very badly outnumbered. 

But they did have Abigail. Who, in a rage, had taken on the shape 
of an enormous animal he did not think existed anywhere that he 
knew. Horns like an elk rose from the head of the beast with a body of 
a horse, and all of her the same mossy green as the color of her eyes. 
And she was on a rampage. 

He laughed, unable to stop himself, as he watched Abigail smash 
into several of the golden-armored Seelie soldiers, sending them flying 
with the impact. Hooves kicked and bucked, and he heard the 
breastplate of one soldier snap loudly. Perhaps his ribs went with it. 
Valroy was not sure. He hoped they did. 

He was on his knees and felt quite proud of himself for having 
made the progress, when the ground pitched up to meet him once 
more. Hands grabbed him, and he hissed at whoever had dared touch 
him. He went to swipe at them, however useless an attack it would be, 
but stopped short. 

He blinked. “Selkie?” 

The selkie, indeed. Perin was unwinding the iron chain from him, 
cringing as his bare skin met the iron. It would burn him, but the ex- 
sailor did not seem to care. He had a stoic expression on his face, 
ignoring Valroy’s confusion and the din of the battle and chaos around 
them. He had been on ships for a living. Perhaps this was simply 
another storm for him to weather. 


And with the selkie likely arrives... 

There came the roar. A sound that shook the trees with the bass 
rumble, that rattled stones and sent wildlife fleeing. It was almost 
more of a sensation than it was a sound, and it set Valroy’s teeth on 
edge. He hated that sound. He had heard it a several times before. 

Everyone froze. 

All except for Valroy. 

He laughed. 

With a cough, he spat blood onto the ground by his hand, and 
grinned. He would not need to get to his feet after all. The cavalry had 
come. “Oh, hello, Anfar.” 


THE WITCH, the shapeshifter, the goat king, the spymaster, and now 
the sea monster. 

Titania knew when she was outmatched. 

Grimacing in rage, she screamed at her soldiers—or what was left 
of them—to retreat. They had lost this day. But they would not lose 
tomorrow. She could not. She could not. Or else the world itself would 
burn. 

The war had begun. 

The Unseelie King had won his queen, and now was free. 

I was so close. I had been so close. 

Damn you, Abigail Moore. 

I hope you understand what you have done. 


ABIGAIL WAS PANTING as she let her form shift back to her human one 
and sat on the ground where she was, too exhausted to move. She was 
bleeding from a gash on the shoulder, and it stung like the blazes, 
though it did not look that serious. 

She would have to wrap it anyway, and—she blinked in shock as 
Puck appeared in front of her and instantly began cleaning and 
tending to the wound. 

She smiled and went to shoo him away. “There are others more 
wounded than I. I am all—” 

He poked her on the end of the nose. “Boop.” And went back to 
doing what he was doing. 

What an odd creature. What an odd, insane creature. But she found 
herself deeply glad that he was on her side. “You fetched the others.” 

“T did.” He grinned. 

She went to tell him how dangerous it would have been to throw 


so many of her friends into danger. Especially Anfar, who was now 
slumped against a tree, holding his side, his eyes shut and features 
drawn tight in pain. The sea monster had already been battered to 
oblivion before he had changed shape into the enormous sea monster 
that was his true form. 

Nor did she know how she felt about the assistance of Cruinn and 
Bayodan, who were standing close to the edge of the forest, speaking 
quietly to each other. Bayodan’s tail swished behind him in an 
agitated fashion. She could not begin to imagine what Valroy was 
planning to do to the two Unseelie courtiers who had betrayed him. 
Who had betrayed them both. 

Yet had they not come? Had they not jumped into the fray? She 
did not know if they would have been successful. Instead of sitting 
there in the bloody grass, watching Puck wrap her wound, she could 
be chained to the bottom of a lake that dissolved people. 

Speaking of wounds. Poor Perin. She cringed at the state of the 
selkie’s hands. They were red, as though they had been sunburned, 
but it seemed not to bother him. He finished unwrapping the chains 
that bound Valroy, and he shooed the selkie away. Frowning, the 
sailor stood, pulled his pelt higher up onto his shoulders, and with a 
sigh, went to tend to Anfar. 

Anfar’s appearance had scared off the rest of the Seelie soldiers 
and had likely spared many lives. There were far too many lying dead 
in the grass already. As worried as she was about the sea beast, he had 
ended the fight before it devolved into further bloodshed. Titania and 
the others had retreated, and they were left taking stock of themselves 
and the dead. 

“Done!” Puck smiled and tied the gauze strip into an adorable little 
bow on her arm. 

She smiled to him, her tiredness making it a little lopsided, and 
leaned forward to kiss his cheek. She could not thank him—an act she 
was still becoming adjusted to—but that would have to do. 

Valroy was lying in the grass on his back, his chest rising and 
falling in slow motions. She stood, wavered, nearly fell—Puck kept 
her upright—and she smiled at him once more. “Go help Anfar. Get 
him back to somewhere he can rest. I do not think he is well.” 

“You gonna be all right with ‘Tall, Blue, and Bitchy’ over there?” 
Puck jerked his head in the direction of Valroy. “I expect he’s in a fuck 
of a mood.” 

Abigail took in a breath, held it, and slowly let it out. “It will take 
him some time to heal, I expect. We have that long until we have to 
worry.” 

“Well! I know how you can distract him.” Puck slapped her ass. 

She yelped and smacked him in the chest in reply. Or rather, she 


tried. He vanished into thin air, and she heard him cackling. He 
reappeared in a blink standing next to Anfar, and he crouched down 
to check on the sea monster, his playful stunt already forgotten. 

She shook her head. 

Fae. 

Limping over to Valroy—oh, goodness, her ankle hurt—she nearly 
collapsed to her knees beside him. It was far less graceful than she had 
intended, and she nearly wound up sprawled on top of him. 

He laughed. It was quiet, it was weak, but when she looked down 
at him, he was watching her with lidded, faintly glowing sapphire 
eyes. He looked beyond the point of exhaustion. Thick, angry red 
burns streaked his body in crisscrossing patterns, the links of the iron 
chain having seared him like an iron into raw meat. 

But he was smiling at her. Genuinely smiling, with a kind of 
tenderness that echoed in his eyes that made her nearly want to weep. 
Through all his pain, through all the torture he had just endured, he 
was looking at her with only one thing in his eyes. 

Love. 

How can Titania not see that this is real? Abigail reached out and 
gently stroked a strand of his blue hair away from his face. “Hello.” 

“How many did you kill?” He grinned. 

She frowned. “I do not wish to know.” 

“Pah.” He tried to sit up, groaned, and fell back into the grass. 
“You’re no fun at all. Pretty soon, however, I think you will lose count 
with how many Seelie you crush beneath your heel. Or hooves, as the 
case may be.” 

Her jaw ticked. “Can we not speak of the violence that is to come? 
I do not relish it the way you do.” 

“Yet.” 

She glared. 

“Fine, fine...” He coughed, turned his head, and spat blood onto 
the ground beside him. “I am in need of alcohol. A great deal of—oh. 
Is Anfar all right?” He arched an eyebrow. 

“T do not know. He was left in a bad state by Cruinn the night of 
our wedding, and...I think this exertion has not done him well.” 

Valroy sighed. “He will live. He is a hard bastard to kill.” He 
struggled to sit again, and she helped him. She hissed in sympathetic 
pain at the sight of his wings. They were barely more than bone. She 
did not know where to touch him that would not bring him more 
suffering. 

But it did not seem to trouble him. He leaned against her, and she 
held him in her arms as gently as she could. 

Resting his forehead against her temple, he let out a long, ragged 
sigh. Tension left him as he took solace in her embrace. “He will heal. 


As will I.” 

She stroked his hair gently, shutting her eyes, and tried to find 
peace in the fact that for the moment, he was safe. For the moment, 
the world was not on fire. 

Someone quietly cleared their throat. She turned her head and 
looked up at Cruinn and Bayodan. Her nervousness over the moment 
instantly returned. 

“T have not forgotten your betrayals.” Valroy bared his teeth in a 
grimace. “Nor have I forgiven it.” 

Bayodan and Cruinn both bowed their heads, Cruinn looking far 
more upset than their mate. The shapeshifter wrung their hands in 
front of them and glanced over at Anfar in guilt and regret. “We did 
not wish to harm him. But we had no choice. We left him alive, when 
we could have killed him.” 

“No choice.” Valroy shifted, clearly meaning to stand. Abigail let 
out a small noise of protest, but there was no stopping the Unseelie 
King. She could only do what she could to help him, supporting his 
weight as best she could as he finally, agonizingly, went upright. She 
could feel the shake in his muscles from the strain of it. “No choice, 
you say?” 

“Titania meant to murder Abigail before the ceremony. Her spies 
reach too far for even us to stop them all.” Bayodan placed a hand on 
Cruinn’s shoulder. “We had a choice, yes. Betray you or betray our 
vow to Lady Abigail.” His expression grew dark. “And in doing so, 
commit her to the grave.” 

The sound that left Valroy was not human. It was a growl of an 
animal. He sneered at the two courtiers, and then let out another 
weak laugh. “You betray me...to save my queen. That is what you 
claim.” 

“Yes.” Bayodan lifted his head, not defiant—but proud. It was clear 
he believed what he had done had been the right choice. 

“You will pay a price for your betrayal, no matter your so-called 
motivations.” Valroy’s weight sagged against her. His eyes shut for a 
moment, and she wondered if he were not about to faint. But by tooth 
and nail, it seemed he clawed his way back from the abyss. “Mark me. 
You will suffer.” 

“To save her, we will pay any price.” Cruinn looked to her, grief 
upon their features. “Even if it means we have earned her hatred in 
return.” 

That struck her, though she knew she should still be angry with 
them. She sighed and shook her head. “May we deal with this another 
time?” 

“Yes. When I have the strength to tear their limbs off.” Valroy 
moved to take a step forward. 


She was the only thing keeping him from landing flat on his face. 
She winced as she put all her weight on her sprained ankle and nearly 
sent them both toppling to the ground. “Ow.” 

He sighed and kissed her temple. “Let us go. I need...I need 
alcohol. And rest. And a bath. Likely in that order.” He turned his 
head to where Anfar still sat, slumped against the tree. “Oy, seaweed.” 

Anfar lifted his head, though barely. 

“You are not allowed to die.” Valroy grinned. “I still have use for 
you.” 

Anfar lowered his head once more and said nothing. Puck visibly 
rolled his eyes, and Perin seemed to be doing his best to ignore Valroy 
as he tended to a few of Anfar’s bandaged wounds that had reopened. 

“He means to say he cares,” Abigail interjected with a halfhearted 
glare up at the Unseelie King. 

“Shush.” Valroy shot her a matching look back, though there was 
still a playful twist to his lips. “You will ruin my reputation.” His 
haughty expression failed him as he was overcome with pain once 
more, doubling over with a quiet groan. “Let us go. Please.” 

Abigail held him close to her side and, shutting her eyes, let the 
roots of the trees near her take them both to his home. 

To the Maze. 

To...the rest of himself, really. 

The sensation of the transition from the trees of Tir n’Aill to those 
of the Maze came over her like the brush of a hand down her spine. 
Like stepping out into the night air. It felt so very much like him that 
she wondered how she had never noticed it before. 

It made too much sense. 

But then again, it sounded impossible. 

How could he be the darkness of this place, and the man she had 
fallen in love with? They reappeared beside his bed, and she carefully 
sat him down on the edge of it. Reaching into the ether, she 
summoned rolls of gauze, a bowl of water, and a clean rag. She would 
tend to his injuries as best she could, even if...some looked as though 
they needed the help of a surgeon with thread and needle. 

Valroy sat there in silence, shoulders slumped, his head hung low. 
His eyes were shut, and the only reason she knew he was still awake 
as she tended to him was that he did not crumple to the ground. 

She paused for a moment. “You are not the furniture as well, are 
you? I do not need to be paranoid about sitting in chairs.” 

Valroy laughed, tired and broken. With a small reach of his hand, 
he summoned an old glass bottle and took a swig from it. She did not 
know what kind of alcohol it was, but it smelled strong. She did not 
blame him. 

He had tried to keep up the appearance of nobility, of unstoppable 


arrogance, when he had been in front of the others. Even destroyed as 
he was, he would be the cruel Unseelie King. 

But now they were alone. And she watched it all crumble away. He 
was in so very much pain. She ran the damp cloth over his shoulder, 
wiping away some of the dried and fresh blood that stained him. 

“No... am not the furniture.” He smirked, though he did not open 
his eyes or lift his head. 

“And the monsters who live here?” 

“I am some. Not all. Some come to live here for the safety I 
provide. Others...yes. Or they are of my creation.” He took another 
swig from the bottle, clearly meaning to make quick work of it. 

She began to gently clean some of the blood from his hair, as much 
as she could. He needed a bath, but the idea of sinking into hot water 
with open wounds...she could not imagine that would not be agony. 
“Does anyone else know?” 

“T suspect that irritating, incongruous spy might know, though I do 
not know how.” Valroy grimaced. “I loathe him.” 

“T like him. And for the moment, he is the only reason we are not 
both dissolving into a lake.” She sighed. “I will return there when I am 
strong enough and tear that place apart. But I do not think I could 
much manage at the moment.” 

“Good. I was hoping you were not being so very hypocritical.” 

She rolled her eyes and resisted the urge to smack him. It would be 
rude. Then it hit her. “Oh. Oh.” 

“Yes.” He smiled briefly. “You understand now.” 

“The Weeping Willows. When I destroyed them, I...oh.” She sighed 
and paused in her work. “I am sorry. I did not know they were a part 
of you.” 

“Would it have stopped you?” Another deep gulp of the alcohol. 

She considered her answer for a moment. “No. But I would not 
have been so callous about it.” 

He laughed again, tired and weak. He leaned his shoulder against 
her, in as much of an embrace as he likely had the strength to give 
her. “I love you, Abigail Moore.” 

“And I you, Valroy. The Maze. Whoever and whatever it is you 
are.” She kissed his cheek. 

The smile that painted his features was a quiet, tender one. He sat 
there in silence as she finished binding his wounds, though she did not 
know even where to begin with his wings. He shook his head when 
she asked if there was anything she could do for him. 

He handed her the bottle of liquor, and she took a swig from it 
herself, before coughing and sputtering. By the gods, it burned! He 
laughed again at her reaction, before tiredly shuffling up onto his 
pillows. 


She helped him as he lay on his stomach, keeping his torn-up back 
and wings from touching the surface. She carefully tucked a blanket 
around him, though she did not want to put too much pressure on the 
wounds. 

“T will be all right soon enough.” He tugged a pillow under his 
head. “Do not worry over me.” 

“T do not like seeing you in pain.” She stroked his hair gently as 
she lay down on her side next to him. “But I do not fear I will wake up 
next to your corpse.” 

He chuckled, one sapphire eye cracking open to look at her for a 
moment. “No. You shall not. There is only one way to kill me, and this 
is not it.” 

She knew what he meant. 

The tree. 

That terrible, awful, bloodthirsty tree, with a thousand weapons 
both new and old buried in its bark. 

She frowned as she continued to stroke his hair. “When you are 
well...then what happens?” 

He smiled as he shut his eyes again, the first flicker of his fiendish 
darkness returning to him. “You know.” 

Yes. 

She did. 

But she would worry about it on the morrow. 

She shut her eyes and tried her best to silence her mind so she 
could sleep. But one thought kept rolling through her. Yes. She knew 
what would happen when Valroy was mended. 

War. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Titania watched as the snow fell. Winter had come, and now it was 


intent on painting the land of Tir n’Aill with its coat of white. She 
stood before the altar of Dagda and turned her attention up to the 
three trees that had grown, twisted together, into a tangled and 
beautiful archway before her. 

The ancient limbs had become gnarled and had withstood storm 
and season alike. And they would stand through every storm that 
would come...if Valroy did not destroy them. She took the crown from 
her head and dropped it to the ground at her feet. Her gold bracelets 
followed. Then her rings. Untying her dress behind her neck, she let 
the pink silk, stained in drying blood, pool about her on the ground. 

Stepping forward, she felt the cold of the Winter wind against her 
bare skin. She did not care. Kneeling before the altar, the ice of the 
snow stung her knees. She did not care. She would endure far more 
than that in the days and weeks to come if she did not act. 

She was the last chance for Tir n’Aill to remain whole. 

The last chance for the Seelie to survive the tide of blood that was 
to come. 

But she did not know what to do. 

By the gods, she missed her husband. The grief stung her, fresh 
and raw, and she let out a quiet sob. Oberon would know what to do. 
He always did. He was her rock—her grounding tether. Without him, 
she felt...so very alone. So very empty. 

So very lost. 

Tears left her eyes, rolling unchecked down her cheeks. Bowing 
her head, she shut her eyes. “I come before you as I am, Great Father. 
I come before you without pride, without honor, without hope. I 
cannot stand back and let my people die. Let the life, the joy, the 
happiness in this world be lost to their malice and hateful, gleeful 
carnage. I will not do nothing.” 

Silence. Nothing but the rush of wind and the rustle of leaves in 
the trees that were slowly coating in white as the large snowflakes fell 
upon them. Snow came with the sensation of a lack of sound. A 
muffling of the world. And it made her words feel all the smaller for 
it. 

“Please, Great Father Dagda, help your child. Help me see what I 
am meant to do. How I am meant to give my people a place that does 
not lay within the grave.” She clenched her fists. “I do not even care if 


I survive. Let me be the sacrifice if I must. Take my life, take it all—I 
am nothing without my Oberon. But please, let my people live. Find a 
way to stop this monster who would laugh as he licked clean the 
bones of so many innocent souls.” 

She placed her palms to the ground before her, bowing lower 
before the Great Father of all that lived. Begging him silently, with her 
very soul, to do something. Anything. To show her the way. To show 
her what must be done to save the Seelie race. 

Her head reeled. 

Suddenly, a sensation like fire crawled over her body. As if she had 
been lit aflame. She had to look upon her skin to see if it did not 
crackle and turn black with it. The pain was overwhelming, and so 
abrupt that she could not even scream. 

She fell to the snow as a vision overtook her. 

How long she had lain there in the snow, she did not know. Long 
enough that a coating of white had covered her naked body. She 
shivered against the cold and pushed up from the ground. 

She laughed. Placing her palm to her cheek, she could not help it 
but find herself crying and laughing at the same time. “Very well.” 
She stood and, stepping back to her things, plucked the golden crown 
from the snow. It was the only thing she needed. 

She had asked to know what to do to save her people. And the 
great Dagda had seen fit to answer her prayer. 

And there was hope. One small, infinitesimal chance. 

But oh, if she did not get to be just a little bitter about it. 


PERIN PUSHED OPEN the door to his cottage. It was freezing. The fire 
had gone out, and the room was as bitterly cold inside as it was out. 
The snowstorm that was coming in from the ocean rattled the wood 
shutters that barely kept out the wind. 

He was once more hauling Anfar inside his home. Perin had the 
other man’s arm over his shoulder and was holding him around his 
waist to help him walk. Otherwise, he would likely not have been able 
to stand. But the moment the battle with Titania had ended, the skies 
had grown dark. 

“That is all we need now, sentient weather,” he mumbled. When 
Anfar looked at him quizzically, if blearily, he shook his head. “Never 
mind.” 

Puck had abandoned them, which was likely for the better. He did 
not know what to do with the Seelie spymaster, and his presence just 
made him nervous. It was like petting a feral cat. Any moment might 
result in unexpected pain and bloodshed. 


Carefully, he helped Anfar sit on the bed. The poor sea monster 
looked much the worse for wear. He swayed a little where he sat, as 
though he were about to lose consciousness. 

“Lie down,” he urged. “You are not well.” 

“T am fine.” Anfar shuffled to lean against the wall, however. 

Perin sighed and went to the stove to start the fire. There was no 
point in arguing with an ancient, powerful half-demon, but he tried 
anyway. “You are not ‘fine,’ and you should not have gone to help the 
others.” 

“If I did not, more would lie dead. Even perhaps some of our own 
friends and allies. No. I had to go.” Anfar coughed. “I will not die.” 

Not from lack of trying. Perin grunted and kept those thoughts to 
himself. When the first licks of flame began to burn, he turned his 
attention back to the sea monster. He was curled into himself, and... 
shivering. 

“Are...Anfar?” 

“T will be fine.” But it was clear the man was keeping his teeth 
from chattering with every word. “I am cold-blooded. I will—will—” 
He tipped to the side. 

Perin jumped forward and caught him in his arms. He would have 
simply fallen on his cot. It would not have been serious, but instinct 
had taken control. The other man was positively shaking. He knew the 
monster could have survived much lower temperatures than this, had 
he not been in such terrible condition to begin with. 

It would be some time before the fire chased away the cold of his 
cottage. “I am sorry my home is not better than what it is. I...” 

Anfar’s hand rested on Perin’s chest. Perin waited to see if the sea 
monster would shove him away and snarl at him for being too close. 

But the man was not pushing him away, sharp nails that so 
resembled claws clutching at the fabric. Perin’s heart lodged in his 
throat. He did not know what to do. He did not know what to say. But 
the poor creature was still shivering. 

There was one thing he could do to help him. 

Shuffling, he took the pelt from his shoulders and slung it around 
Anfar. It was thick and warm with his own body heat. He could not 
find the will to let him go and kept him in his arms. 

Anfar touched the pelt and looked up at him in a dazed and hazy 
shock. “Perin?” 

“You are freezing. And it will take some time for the fire to warm 
the room. And...I...” What was he thinking? This was how he died. 
This was the moment his world ended. With a sharp-clawed hand 
digging into his chest and tearing out his heart. But he could not help 
it. 

Leaning his head down, he kissed Anfar. The man froze in his 


arms, locked solid, the hand on his shirt tightening into a fist. 

Perin could taste the ocean in the kiss. Not just the salty sea, but 
the call of the deepest waves. Far out from anywhere his seal form 
could take him. No, this creature was of the dark abyss. How funny 
that he would be here, shivering in his arms. Blood loss would do that 
to anyone, he figured. 

What an odd thought to have when he was about to have his face 
torn off the moment Anfar regained his senses. 

He parted from the kiss and waited to be shouted at, berated, or 
murdered. 

But none of it happened. 

Anfar simply stared at him as a thousand emotions crossed over his 
sharp features. He was so expressive despite the fact his eyes were 
pure black from lid to lid. Anfar was monstrous in appearance, but he 
did not mind it. There was an allure to it, if he were being honest. 

Most of the time he was using his features to glower or scowl. But 
in those times he was not? In those times like now, when Perin could 
see so much vulnerability burning away in him? He wanted to hold 
him even tighter. 

But he had presumed much. 

He had presumed far, far too much. “Forgive me, I—” 

Anfar touched his fingers to his lips, silencing him. “You gave me 
your pelt. Why?” 

“You are freezing.” 

“Yes, but...” 

“I trust you.” Perin smiled faintly. “One way or another, I trust 
you.” 

Slowly, tentatively, as if afraid he might shatter like crystal at the 
merest touch, Anfar ran his fingertips up over Perin’s cheek. He traced 
his cheekbone, then ran down along his jawline. “I am a monster, 
selkie.” 

“Aren’t we all?” 

That drew a faint smile from Anfar. 

That was when Perin suddenly realized what was happening. Then 
he realized what the expression on Anfar’s face truly was. It was not 
simply shock—it was disbelief. 

Disbelief. 

Perin’s shoulders fell slightly as he finally understood a piece that 
had been missing from the equation for the entirety of his time in the 
presence of the sea monster, and his heart nearly shattered for it. He 
does not believe he can be desired. Or loved. 

“When Cruinn attacked you, why did you crawl to the bottom of 
the ocean to die?” 

“Tt...was the form he took.” Anfar’s eyes slid shut, and he tilted his 


head just a little closer to Perin. “They kissed me, wearing another’s 
face, for they knew it would give them the opportunity to bury a knife 
to the left of my heart, even as they broke it.” 

Perin furrowed his brow. “Who was it? Astasha’s?” 

“No, selkie.” He lifted his head once more, and Perin felt his breath 
pool against his cheek. “It was yours.” 

The sea monster kissed him. Perin let his own eyes drift shut as he 
felt those sharp nails lace into his hair, holding the back of his neck. 
Perin lifted Anfar into his lap, careful not to press to hard upon the 
other man’s wounds. 

Anfar was injured, after all. 

This was— 

Oh, it was so hard to think straight. Pulling his pelt around them 
both for the warmth, he lost himself in the kiss. It was stilted at first. 
Cautious, nervous, and wary. Almost apprehensive. There was an 
awkwardness to the sea monster that was hard to deny. But as Perin 
met his lips one for one with every movement, the sea monster’s grip 
at the back of his neck tightened, pulling him down harder, turning 
the tender moment into something that quickly became scalding with 
its passion. 

When they broke away, Perin wondered if one of Anfar’s sharp 
teeth had not split his lip. But he did not care. He did not care in the 
slightest. His breath was coming faster than before, his heart pounding 
in his ears. His body had grown tight with desire, reacting swiftly and 
eagerly to the presence of the other man in his lap. 

But he had a confession to make first. “Anfar, I—I do not want you 
to think this is simply desire and be led down the wrong path. I...” He 
trailed off, not certain how to end the thought. 

Anfar laughed. Quietly, but it was there. His head fell against 
Perin’s shoulder, as if some sort of terrible burden had been lifted 
from him, and he was finally able to collapse from exhaustion. 
“Desire...” His words were almost a whisper. “No one desires me, 
Perin.” 

“T do.” He shifted uncomfortably. “You’re sitting on the proof of 
it.” 

That drew another, louder, more honest laugh from the sea 
monster. “Why did you not say anything? You must understand you 
do not have anything in the way of competition.” 

“T am small. I am not powerful. I am not like Valroy, or Abigail, or 
Puck, or any of the rest. I am weak. What chance to I stand with 
someone like you? How am I to start that conversation?” Perin huffed. 
“Hello, great and terrible sea beast. I am an insignificant selkie, whom 
you could eat as an afterthought. I wish to kiss you.” 

Anfar spread his palm over Perin’s chest, over his heart. “Hello, 


insignificant selkie, whom I could eat as an afterthought. I am a great 
and terrible sea beast.” He lifted his head and brushed his lips over 
the stubble at Perin’s jaw. “I wish to kiss you.” 

And so...they did. 

It was in the throes of the embrace that Perin found himself lying 
on his cot, Anfar atop him, both beneath his pelt. The fire had finally 
chased away the cold. He wanted to touch Anfar. Oh, how he wanted 
to strip the man of his clothes. 

But he was wearing more bandages than not. 

And the sea monster needed his rest. 

Anfar’s head was resting on his chest, and he wrapped his arms 
around him. And it was like that, listening to the crackle of the fire 
and the slow breathing of the sea monster as he fell asleep, that Perin 
joined him in slumber with a smile on his face. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Valroy awoke to someone gently stroking his hair. By the stars, he 


had gone an eternity without knowing a true, affectionate touch. And 
it was almost enough to make him forget his goals and throw his 
madness to the wind to linger in her embrace for as long as he could. 

But he knew in time it would eat away at him. It would poison the 
well. He was who he was, no matter how much he wished he could 
change his nature. 

He ached. He ached everywhere. But the pain was not nearly as bad 
as it was the night before. His body was healing quickly, and he could 
even feel the flesh of his wings regrowing. It itched. Hells, how it 
itched. 

He shifted, curling into Abigail just a little. She was lying beside 
him, his head tucked beneath her chin. What a sympathetic, gentle 
creature she was. He was not surprised she could not tear Bayodan 
and Cruinn apart for what they had done. She would forgive them. It 
was in her nature. 

Not his. 

“T need a bath.” His throat felt hoarse and dry. He needed a bath, 
and food, and water. And perhaps more alcohol. “I feel disgusting.” 

She chuckled. “I believe you have an excuse.” 

“Perhaps. But I am a king, and a king should not be stuck to his 
pillows with dried blood.” He huffed and moved to sit up, feeling the 
burn in his muscles as he did. She helped him, the precious thing, as 
best she could. He was far heavier than she was, but she was stronger 
now than she had been as a mortal woman. 

He peeled one of said pillows off his arm and grimaced. “I will 
need to replace some of these.” 

“Hardly the least of our problems, I expect.” 

The darkness and sadness in her voice did not go unnoticed. He 
sighed. “You know what must be done.” 

“I do. But...there is what must be done, and what you will do 
shortly afterward.” She helped him shuffle to the edge of his bed and 
supported his weight as he stood. 

His legs were shaky, but they were whole, which was a nice 
change of pace. Having all of one’s bones, muscles, tendons, and 
organs on the inside of one’s body was a terribly underrated 
experience. He bowed his head to kiss the top of hers. “Do not fret, my 
love. At least not until after breakfast.” 


When he grinned, she glowered. It made him laugh. 

With a beleaguered shake of her head, she led him away from the 
bed, and it was her turn to escort them to his bath. It was a strange 
feeling, traveling through the roots of his own self. But he did not yet 
know if he was strong enough to fold them through space as he 
preferred to do. When they arrived at the large copper tub, he 
watched with a shocking amount of pride as she reached out and 
merely willed the basin to be filled with hot water. 

“You are growing stronger, my little witch.” His smile was 
decidedly less fiendish that time, and it earned him a much less 
perturbed expression in return. 

“T am trying my best to adapt. I simply wish the world would stop 
upending for a few moments so I might catch my breath.” She helped 
him to strip, peeling off his bloodstained and ruined trousers and 
tossing them aside. 

He stepped into the tub with her assistance and sank blissfully into 
the hot water, groaning in relief. The water around him instantly 
turned a faded shade of crimson. 

Abigail sat on the edge of the basin, summoning soap and a cloth. 
She picked up his arm and began to tend to him. The act made him 
smile, even as the sadness in her eyes made his heart ache in return. 

“You know Titania must die,” he murmured. “I will not forgive 
this.” 

“T know she will die.” Her frown deepened. “Whether or not she 
‘must,’ she will.” 

He smirked. She poured water through his hair and began combing 
through the strands. It felt so damn good. “With her death, the Seelie 
throne will sit empty. And in that vacuum, there shall be no one to 
oppose me. The conquest of Tir n’Aill will be shockingly bloodless.” 

“Until you enslave them or murder them all.” 

“Yes. Until then.” He shut his eyes. Even with her cold words, her 
touch was loving as she tended to him. He did not envy her position 
and wished more than anything that she would simply accept the fate 
of the Seelie, and then the humans of Earth. 

But he knew it would not be possible. And if he were truthful, he 
knew that would destroy something he loved about her. It would 
change who she was, and he did not wish that any more than he knew 
she wished it for him. 

“What are we to do?” Abigail moved to begin cleaning his other 
arm. “I...” 

“I know.” He was capable of doing it himself, but he was enjoying 
being fawned over. It was so rare that he was the one being tended to. 
Reaching up, he placed his palm to her cheek and drew her face to 
his. He kissed her, slow and gentle, trying to impart into his embrace 


everything he felt for her. 

When he broke away, he smiled and ran the pad of his thumb 
along her skin. “One step at a time. First, I must finish healing. 
Second, I will deal with my traitorous ilk. Then...Titania dies. We may 
discuss what happens then.” 

Abigail shut her eyes and rested her head against his. To her 
credit, she did not try to argue for the bitch queen’s life. She likely 
knew there were some fights not worth taking up arms over. With a 
sigh, she went back to tending to his wounds. “I will always strive for 
peace.” 

“And I would never expect otherwise.” 

“T fear it will tear me apart. I cannot stand by your side while you 
destroy two worlds. But I—I love you, and I—” She choked off, and he 
watched tears begin to form in her green eyes. 

“Shush, my love.” He pulled her close once more, kissing her 
cheek. “Shush. It is all right. One step at a time. We have endured 
much, and I will do what I can to give you time to decide upon your 
actions.” 

She chuckled weakly. “I appreciate that.” 

“Tt is the least I can do, since my wedding gift to you was rather 
shattered the moment it was given.” He huffed. “What was the old 
bitch thinking? A thousand years of peace. Gone.” 

“She honestly believed you could die. Why wouldn’t she? How was 
she to suspect that you were no more a man than a mountain?” 
Abigail shook her head. 

He smirked. “A very handsome mountain.” 

She jabbed him in the side, and he grunted. At least she avoided 
one of his many healing wounds. She had that much sympathy. 

He pulled her arms around him, wishing to feel her embrace. She 
went along willingly, shifting to sit behind him and folding her arms 
over his shoulder. She tucked her head next to his. “You are the Maze 
around us.” 

“Yes.” 

“T saw a tree, surrounded by blood. An ancient, leafless oak, with a 
thousand weapons embedded in its bark. Is that...is that you?” 

He chuckled and turned his head to kiss her cheek. “No. No more 
than your heart is your whole. It is but a piece of me, like all the rest.” 

“And the weapons?” 

“Attempts of a thousand warriors who sought to kill the unkillable. 
Each one wished to see if they were strong enough to solve my Maze 
and end my life. And each one failed.” He huffed. “Fools.” 

She squeezed him a little tighter, as if wishing the moment not to 
end. Or as if she feared he would vanish. The poor thing. She had 
endured so much. But when would it become too much? He wondered 


how much farther she would have to go before she could rest. 

Perhaps never. 

The ancient stars knew how consistently troublesome he was. 

“For now, we rest. For now, push such thoughts from your mind.” 
He shut his eyes. He was still so very tired and sore. 

They fell into silence for a long moment. When he broke it, his 
voice betrayed his uncertainty. “Do you doubt my love for you, 
Abigail? It would be foolish not to wonder, now that you know the 
truth of me.” 

“T suppose I am no better than those who wielded those ancient 
weapons.” She let out a long breath. “I do not doubt your love. Nor 
can I avoid my own.” She shifted, slowly letting him go, and put the 
damp cloth aside. “Come, I am starving. We should eat before I 
believe both of us will go back to sleep for a week.” 

“That sounds phenomenal.” He grunted as he leaned forward, sad 
to leave the hot water, even if it was starting to cool in the Winter air. 
His spaces were always kept warm, but the seasons had their way of 
worming in around the edges. 

Taking her hand, she helped him from the tub, and he summoned 
clothing for himself. He studied her for a moment. She looked so very 
weary. He pulled her into an embrace and kissed the top of her head. 
“Come what may, I love you.” 

“And I you, great unstoppable monster of darkness from beyond 
the veil.” She grunted. 

“Ah, see, you have it just a little bit wrong.” He tilted her head to 
look at him. “A great unstoppable monster of darkness from beyond 
the veil who has an enormous—” 

She slapped her hand on his chest. 

He winced in pain. “Easy on the gashes.” 

When she laughed, he joined her. 


TITANIA STOOD in her private rooms and studied them. She took in 
every detail—the gossamer fabric that draped from tree limbs to 
create some semblance of walls. The living furniture that was made 
purely of vines that wound around each other in intricate patterns to 
create works of art of her design. 

She had sat upon the Seelie throne for nearly two thousand years. 
With a breath, she walked to an upholstered bench that hung from a 
tree by vines like a swing. She lay down upon it, staring up at the 
starry sky. Though they were the domain of the Unseelie, she had 
always loved them. Looking up at the twinkling lights had always 
given her a measure of peace. That there was more in this world than 


her and her problems. 

Sometimes it felt good to be reminded of how small she was, 
despite all her grandiosity and power. 

But now? 

They made her feel... 

Alone. 

Because that was precisely what she was. Her courtiers supported 
her. They stood at her back. But her companions were gone. Oh, she 
did not bemoan the loss of Puck. That irritating spy was useful, but 
too much trouble for what he was worth. No. Let Abigail deal with 
that cretin if she so wished. 

It was the loss of Oberon that was finally settling into her soul. 
Yes, they had their share of disputes. Yes, she often threw him out and 
cast him from her bed when she found him dallying with some sprite 
or another. 

But he was half of her soul. No matter what happened between 
them, she loved him like no other. She stood from the bench, paced 
for a few moments, and then gave in to the inevitable. The world was 
under the reign of the Unseelie, but she doubted any of them would 
be foolish enough to confront her. 

She traveled back to the ash tree that had grown where Oberon’s 
body had been placed. It was covered in a thin layer of snow, the 
branches shining white in the pale moonlight. Walking to its base, she 
found a nook amongst the roots and settled down into it. 

Shutting her eyes, she let herself feel the strength of the tree. The 
resilience. And she felt a little less alone. 

For more than one reason. 

“Heyyo, mumsy.” 

Cringing, she opened her eyes to glare at the man who appeared in 
front of her. He looked like a gash in white fabric, with his tight black 
clothing that cut sharp lines against the snow. Her jaw ticked. “I told 
you never to call me that again, Puck.” 

“Meh. You’re not the boss of me now.” He cackled. 

Gods, she hated him. “What do you want? Have you come to warn 
me that the Unseelie King is on his way to murder me?” 

“Nope.” He blew a few strands of his silver-white hair out of his 
eyes. “He’s still getting his head on straight. Literally, maybe. You 
really did a number on him. Good job. That didn’t piss him off at all.” 

She really, really hated him. “Then why are you here, 
Goodfellow?” 

He tilted his head slightly. “Because you have a message for me to 
relay to the new Unseelie Queen, don’t you.” 

It was a statement, not a question. The spymaster had ways of 
knowing things that should not be known. There was a reason he was 


in the station that he was. She sighed. “Yes. I do.” 

“Where do you want it to happen?” His voice had lost all the 
joviality and had quickly grown cold and serious. She did not know 
which version of him she preferred. She looked forward to neither. 
“Here?” 

Titania looked off into the darkness of the night, illuminated by 
the light of the moon on the white snow. “No. This place is sacred.” 
She paused for a moment, thinking it over. “The Lake of Sorrows. She 
has unfinished business there.” 

Puck nodded. “Dawn?” 

Something twisted in her stomach. It was like she stood upon the 
edge of a cliff and knew she must jump into the darkness, not knowing 
what waited for her there. Oh, by the gods, she was afraid. She was 
not ashamed to admit it, or to let it show on her face. 

But she knew what would be waiting for her at the bottom of that 
cliff. Placing her hand upon the roots of the ash tree, she tried to draw 
what strength she could from its presence. 

This was what must happen. 

This was the only chance for the Seelie and Tir n’Aill to continue 
to exist. She shut her eyes for a moment, forcing away her terror. She 
took in a breath and slowly let it out. It was either this, or she let that 
bastard Valroy have the last laugh. 

That alone was enough to inspire her. 

She turned her attention back to Puck and steeled herself for what 
was to come. 

“Dawn.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Anfar awoke in the arms of a selkie. 


And he did not know when he had felt such peace in his heart. His 
wounds still ached a little, but somehow, they were made better by his 
presence. The fire still crackled away, keeping the small hut warm. 
Perin must have gotten up in the night to tend to it. 

They were buried underneath fur blankets. One of which was the 
selkie’s pelt. He smiled faintly, remembering how Perin had given it to 
him without even a moment’s hesitation. He ran his fingers through 
the fur, enjoying the sensation of it beneath his fingers. He looked so 
pale next to him and found their contrast once more fascinating. 

He stretched, feeling far better than he had the night before. He 
could feel his skin still knitting together where the gashes had been 
the deepest, but they no longer made him reel in pain each time he 
moved. 

Perin let out a small grumbling noise in his sleep and clutched 
Anfar tighter to him. When he opened his eyes, Anfar smiled groggily. 

Anfar did not know what to say. 

So, he expressed himself another way instead. 

Tentatively, worried that at any point he might be pushed away, 
he inched his lips closer to his. Slowly, he zeroed the distance between 
them, kissing the other man. Perin tasted like the shore—of saltwater 
and tidepools, of the crisp tang of the ocean wind. But also of hearth 
and home. Of a woodfire and cooking food. 

Home. 

Something Anfar never truly had. He had his lake, but that was 
merely a place he could quietly stretch out in his true form. 

But as he kissed the selkie, feeling his body react to Perin’s muscles 
against his, he found himself pondering if there was not another way 
to find himself a place to belong. And if it were not meant to be beside 
the ex-sailor. 

I should keep my heart from his hands. He will break it in time. 

But no one has ever asked for it from me. 

How can I refuse him? 

He held his breath as Perin rolled him onto his back, caging him 
in, Perin’s lips still working over his, if now with a different intention. 
Anfar could not help but groan as Perin deepened the embrace, tilting 
his head to the side to better the effect. 

His body throbbed, tightening with need. He felt himself stiffen 


inside his trousers, his desire flaring instantly like a match thrown 
onto oil. It had been so long...so very, very long. And he had never 
found himself in a situation quite like this. 

Perin’s hand began to trail down Anfar’s body, and he went rigid 
in more ways than one. The selkie broke the kiss, looking down at him 
with a furrowed brow, his hand stopping its travel south. “Are you in 
too much pain?” 

“N—no.” Damn him to the pits, he stuttered! What an epitome of 
sexual desire he was, lying beneath him, stuttering and locked up in 
fear. “I...” 

Perin smiled faintly. “May I touch you?” 

He swallowed the rock in his throat that had suddenly appeared 
there as if by magic. He forced himself not to stutter a second time, 
though his answer was quiet and strained. “Yes.” 

He did not have to worry about speaking after that. Perin’s lips 
pressed to his once more, passionate and needy, leaving Anfar no 
room to doubt. No room to worry. All he could do was kiss the man 
back with the same fervor. 

He cupped the back of Perin’s head, pulling him closer, wanting to 
feel more of the selkie. He flicked his tongue against the man’s lips 
and was happy when they parted eagerly for him. 

The selkie’s hand resumed its journey until he reached Anfar’s belt. 
Deftly, he undid the buckle and unlaced his trousers. When his hand, 
warm and just a little rough, slipped into Anfar’s trousers, he nearly 
thrashed beneath him. 

He found himself almost clinging to the selkie, wishing for more, 
as the other man took his eager desire and began to stroke it, careful 
but firm. 

Gods. 

Yes. 

His trousers were soon pulled away and in a heap on the floor. 
Perin was between his legs, Anfar’s thighs resting atop his. The selkie 
was still fully clothed as Anfar lay there, trying not to gasp for air. 
When Perin did not move to undress, it was Anfar’s turn to furrow his 
brow in confusion. 

“You’re still wounded,” Perin murmured, even as he grasped 
Anfar’s member in his hand, stroking the length of it as if he were in 
awe of it. “I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“T heal quickly.” Anfar tried not to puncture one of the blankets 
with his sharp nails. But he needed to hold on to something. 

Perin chuckled and leaned down, capturing Anfar’s lips in another 
kiss. When they parted, he was still smiling. “Tomorrow, then. But 
tonight is about you.” He tightened his grasp. “About this.” 

Anfar moaned, lifting his hips, losing himself in the pleasure of it. 


The ecstasy. The release. Not simply of the physical pleasure but...the 
company. 

His mind fought him at every turn, trying to sink back into the 
misery and the solitude. Whispering words of he will only hurt you and 
you do not deserve this. But Perin—everything about him—drove those 
thoughts away. With his kiss. With his touch. With his smile. His 
presence. 

He pulled Perin down to him, capturing his lips with his, feeling 
his pleasure begin to climb as the other man expertly drew it from 
him. When he parted, his heart was pounding. “Perin...” 

“Let go.” The selkie leaned down over him, his weight on his hand 
by Anfar’s head. “Let go. I have you. I’m here.” 

Anfar shut his eyes and threw his head back, growling. His body 
began to tighten in waves. He was too tired. Too caught off guard. 
And too eager. His lips drew back, baring his teeth, almost gasping as 
he could not help but obey the selkie’s urging words. 

When release fell over him, his back left the cot, and he nearly 
howled. He pulled Perin down for another kiss that felt almost violent 
and needy, as his body spasmed and twitched, the shocks of his 
pleasure still wreaking havoc. 

As he finally stilled, he parted, only to see that one of his sharp 
teeth had scraped Perin’s lower lip, and he was bleeding from a small 
cut. Before he could say a word, Perin licked his lip and grinned. “Pll 
have more of that next time, too.” 

All the air left his lungs in a rush. He was almost in a daze as Perin 
reached for some of the clean cloth bandages on the ground and 
dipped it in the bowl of water to clean Anfar up. He tried to fuss, tried 
to push Perin’s hands away, insisting he could do it himself. 

But Perin shot him a look that was all at once playful and 
rebuking. It was enough to inspire him to lie there, watching the 
selkie in awe. 

Yes. There would be a next time. And it would be soon. 

Because gods help him... 

He was in love. 


ABIGAIL STOOD in the throne room, watching the moonlight filter 
through the trees and the softly falling snow. There wasn’t an inch of 
it on the floor or around the area that loosely could be considered a 
room, nor was it terribly cold within the confines of the ruined rock 
wall that surrounded it on all sides. 

How thoughtful. 

The sight was beautiful, however, all whites and pale blues. The 


snow sparkled to reflect the shining stars above. The throne, its carved 
bone and wooden surface, covered in a coat of glistening silver that 
would turn gold once the sun rose, was breathtaking. This was the 
season of the Unseelie. The season of death. 

And there, in all his glory, was its king. 

Valroy had taken her hand the moment the sun had set and led her 
silently here. She needn’t ask why. She knew. There was business to 
attend—business she loathed but knew must be conducted. 

Valroy stood at the top of the stairs. His wounds had all but 
healed, though he walked with a fading limp and several of the deeper 
gashes were still pink and lifted welts on his otherwise pale skin. 

But it did not stop him from taking her breath away. He had 
dressed his best—black leather pants, an intricate silver belt, and a 
single drape of fur over his right arm, leaving his left bare to display 
the spirals of deep blue ink and the map of the Maze emblazoned over 
his heart. 

His wings had healed, and he left them unfurled, his long claws 
flexing as he gazed out over his court with an unreadable and 
hardened expression on his sharp features. 

And atop his head, a silver crown, made of jagged and twisting 
vines, meant to look every ounce as beautiful and deadly as the man 
who wore it. 

By the gods, he was beautiful. Though she was meant to stand 
beside him, and climb the stairs to the throne, she did not know how 
she could. She was not that—she was not like him. She did not belong 
here. 

Puck appeared behind her in a blink, causing her to jump nearly 
clear off the ground. He grinned before hugging her arm, cuddling up 
to her side as if they were the best of childhood friends. 

When Valroy held out his hand, black nails crooked to beckon her 
to him, she felt the familiar twist of excitement and fear as if it were 
the first time she had met him. Puck kissed her shoulder, then 
unceremoniously shoved her forward. 

She kept herself from glaring at him. 

Climbing the stairs to stand beside him, she placed her hand in his. 
He pulled her in close to him, bending his head to place a kiss to her 
cheek, before whispering, “Why do you not wear your crown, my little 
witch?” 

She paused for a moment, thinking through her answer, before 
murmuring her reply. “Because I am not their queen. I am yours.” 

That split his cold expression into a fiendish grin, and he kissed her 
cheek once more, but did not reply. He straightened and turned once 
more to the courtiers who stood assembled. Anfar was there, looking 
far more put together than he had two days prior. Perin stood at his 


back, looking incredibly nervous, though he was clearly trying his best 
to hide it. 

“Members of the Din’Glai...you have all disappointed me.” He 
grimaced in disgust. “For here I stand, your rightful king, and I am 
betrayed. Not simply by Bayodan and Cruinn—though their acts were 
the most direct—but by all of you who stand assembled.” 

Mutterings went through the crowd as they shifted, fearful and 
wary, clearly remembering what happened to the Din’Glai after she 
had chosen to die by the Gle’Golun and Valroy had believed her to be 
led there by one of them. 

“Not one of you raised a single hand to defend your king. Not one 
of you intervened as Titania sought to take my life. Your crime is not 
one of broken loyalty, but one of omission. Your crime is not of 
action, but inaction. Perhaps you prayed Titania would be successful 
in her endeavors to see me dead. Well...” He tilted his head back, 
revealing the red line that surrounded his throat. The mark left by 
axes, by saw, by every method imaginable to sever his head. Yet none 
had worked. “You see how far that got her.” 

“What do you plan to do?” One of the courtiers spoke up. She 
would think it was a daring act, if the man’s voice had not cracked in 
terror. No, it was not bravery that inspired him. It was desperation. 

“For the moment? Nothing at all. For the moment, I have more 
important matters to attend. Namely, the ruination of the bitch queen 
Titania.” He chuckled. “And I do intend to ruin her, believe me.” 

“This is your declaration of war?” another man asked from the 
crowd. 

“No.” He paused. Then smirked. “Not yet.” With a wave of his 
hand, he dismissed the topic as though it were a total waste of time. 
“No, this is my declaration of revenge. I need no support from my 
courtiers, no armies, no tactical plans to simply ensure that she suffers 
dearly before I mount her weeping head upon a pike, once she begs 
me for mercy and sings me the song of her total defeat.” 

Abigail turned her head away to hide her cringe. She had grown to 
disagree deeply with Titania’s methods, but she did not wish that kind 
of suffering upon anyone. 

Valroy’s hand tightened in hers just slightly, as if sensing her 
discomfort and wishing to provide her some manner of solace. But his 
tone was every bit the harsh and exacting one as he continued to 
speak. “No. That is not why I have gathered you all here. I have 
gathered you here for revenge that I seek that is far closer to home... 
far more personal. Today, I seek my revenge upon my true mutineers. 
Bayodan and Cruinn—step forward.” 

Her heart lodged in her throat. She found herself squeezing 
Valroy’s hand, but she did not know why. He was the source of what 


was to come, and yet she found herself wishing to hide in his embrace 
for what she knew was about to transpire. 

One, if not both, of her former guardians was about to die. 

If they were lucky. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Abigail watched, holding her breath, as Bayodan and Cruinn stepped 


forward as ordered. Bayodan’s hooves clicked on the stone floor as he 
led his mate before what was, for all intents and purposes, the 
gallows. 

Cruinn clutched at the goat king’s sleeve, their fractured-glass 
expression one of intense worry and fear. Bayodan’s head was held 
high, his crimson eyes giving nothing away as he stared down the 
Unseelie King. 

It was then, right in that moment, that she realized that she...did 
not want revenge. 

She did not want them to suffer. 

She was furious with them still, yes—but that was not the same as 
desiring that they suffer for it. Yet she wondered how much she would 
have to say in the matter. Valroy was, if nothing else, a force of 
nature. 

Literally. 

She sighed and rubbed a hand over her face. 

“You stand accused of betrayal.” Valroy’s words carried easily in 
the silence of the throne room. “Not only of kith and kin to the Seelie 
race. Not only of your newly-crowned king.” His hands clenched 
tightly into fists, and she watched as blood seeped through the space 
between his fingers, his sharp nails puncturing his palms. “But of a 
man who believed you allies. Who believed you friends.” 

Bayodan said nothing. Cruinn took a half step behind their mate, 
their grasp tightening on his sleeve. 

Valroy laughed quietly in disbelief. “And you have nothing to say 
for yourselves?” 

The only thing that revealed the goat king might be feeling 
anything at all was the slight tick in his jaw that was gone as soon as 
it had come. Even his tail did not swish behind him as it seemed to 
always be wont to do. 

“Very well.” Valroy sneered. “Then I pronounce you both guilty. 
Does anyone present wish to argue with me?” He spread his wings 
wide, and Abigail watched as the Unseelie Court shrank back from 
him in fear. 

No. She supposed they very much did not. And sure enough, they 
were all silent, staring at Valroy with wide eyes, save for Anfar, who 
was staring at the scene with a cold, impassive expression. 


“Bayodan—I sentence you to suffer every stitch of injury that was 
paid to me by the Seelie. You shall pay, drop by drop, ounce by ounce, 
piece by piece, for every slice of the knife, every fall of the axe. 
Healers shall tend to you between each wound to ensure that you do 
not die until I take your head as Titania tried to do to me.” Valroy’s 
expression turned to one of nearly manic viciousness at the words. 

Cruinn shut their eyes tight and bowed their head close to their 
mate. 

“And you—Cruinn, the shapeshifter. Cruinn, the unyielding, whose 
traitorous deeds did not extend merely to your king and queen, but to 
Anfar, who had no part to play but that he remained loyal.” Valroy 
huffed and shook his head. “For shame, Cruinn. For shame. But how 
shall I ensure you suffer as well, when no knife or blade can end you?” 
That was when he laughed. Low, and calm, and it sent a shiver up 
Abigail’s spine. “I have something special for you.” 

He took one step toward Bayodan and Cruinn, his hands finally 
releasing from fists, his fingertips and claws stained in crimson. “I 
shall slice you into a thousand pieces. Each piece shall be put into an 
iron box. And each box shall be scattered to the winds of Tir n’Aill, 
Earth, and any other realm I might find. You shall not die, Cruinn— 
make no mistake. But oh, how you wil wish you shall.” 

Cruinn let out a small, agonized whine, but said nothing. 

Abigail’s stomach was in knots, and she worried she might be ill. 
She felt rather lightheaded as the blood rushed through her at the 
mental image of what was to befall her former guardians. “No.” 

She did not know how the space could have gone any quieter. But 
it did. 

Valroy turned to face her slowly, his brow arched. “What do you 
mean, ‘no?’” 

“I...do not argue that there should be punishment. Exile, perhaps. 
Send them to the human world and let them linger there, away from 
their homes, until the stars turn to dust.” She swallowed. Her mouth 
was suddenly dry. “But this—this is a price too high, my king.” 

Abigail fought the urge to retreat as Valroy stepped toward her, 
every ounce the predator that he truly was. “Oh?” He grinned, wicked 
and dark. “And you would seek to decide their fate? You? My Seelie 
bride, who will not even wear her silver crown, will tell me what to 
do?” 

She felt so very small as he stepped up to her, using his height and 
his wings to full effect. Gods, he was forever going to be the 
dangerous and terrifying creature, no matter how many nights she 
spent in his arms. She did her best to keep her head high and not to 
retreat as he loomed over her. 

“I...” She hesitated. “I shall never seek to command you, Valroy. 


To do so would make me the greatest fool alive.” 

He snorted once. 

She continued. “But I shall seek to advise you, yes. And in this—in 
this, I cannot stomach to see such a fate befall them.” 

“T cannot let them walk away without paying a price for their 
actions.” He narrowed his sapphire eyes as he scrutinized her. “But 
perhaps we can make an...exchange.” 

She furrowed her brow. “What more can I possibly give you, 
husband? You have all that you sought from me.” 

“Perhaps. Perhaps not.” Without warning, he grabbed her by the 
waist with both hands and yanked her into him, her body pressed to 
his. He chuckled at her instinctual cry of fear, delight and pleasure in 
his eyes at her reaction. “If you wish to see their fee lessened...I shall 
agree to this. Bayodan will lose a limb for his crime. Cruinn shall 
simply have to live with the guilt. Does this suit you better, my love?” 

She went to glance at Bayodan, but Valroy’s hand caught her chin, 
keeping her still. “Ah-ah.” He grinned. “No. You decide on your own. 
A limb of his, in exchange for their lives.” 

There was a catch. She knew there was. His smirk told her just as 
much. But what choice did she have? Like all of Valroy’s games, he 
always cut the deck to ensure she had the losing hand. She shot him 
an annoyed glare. It only made him laugh. 

With a breath, she gave up. “Yes. I agree.” 

“Wonderful.” He dropped his hand then motioned over to where 
Bayodan and Cruinn were still standing. “Take whatever limb you 
like, my queen.” 

Her eyes went wide. “What?” 

“You chose the punishment. It is your responsibility to do it.” His 
grin widened, his eyes twinkling with that fiendish amusement once 
more. “I am sure your Gle’Golun would be more than capable of 
removing one of his limbs if you prefer not to get your hands dirty.” 

She could not believe him. No. No, that was not true. She could 
very much believe him. “You are an ass.” 

He cackled and took a step back, holding out his arms as if to say 
“yes, and?” before he sat down on his throne with a pleased sigh. 

She glared at him. 

He gestured for her to get on with it. 

Putting her hand over her eyes, she rubbed her temple with her 
middle finger and her thumb. She fought the urge to walk over to him 
and punch him in the face. But it would do no good. With a long, 
beleaguered sigh, she lifted her head and walked down to the steps 
from the throne to where Bayodan and Cruinn stood waiting. 

When she walked up to the towering goat king, she frowned. “I am 
sorry.” 


He smiled, a warm and tender expression. “You are sparing my 
life. You are saving my mate from an eternity of madness and 
torment. Whatever do you have to be sorry for?” Slowly, he knelt 
before her, bowing his horned head. Cruinn followed. It reminded her 
so very much of the moment they swore their fealty to her. And in 
some strange way, they still held it strong. 

For it was for her sake that they had betrayed Valroy. And if it 
were not for the actions of the goat king, she would likely be dead for 
a second time. She placed her hand on his shoulder. “I forgive you 
both for your deeds.” 

“We do not deserve it.” Cruinn lifted their head to look up at her, 
tears in their eyes. She did not know the creature made of so many 
thousands of broken shards of glass could cry. But she was not 
shocked to see that what fell from their cheeks glittered, much like the 
snow that surrounded them. “We do not deserve you, Abigail Moore.” 

She tried not to laugh. Tried not to cry. Tried not to scream. She 
just shook her head and deeply wished she could crawl back up in 
bed. Turning her attention to Bayodan, she crooked a finger under his 
chin, his dark beard scratchy against her skin, and tipped his head to 
look at her. “I will let you choose.” 

“My right arm.” He shrugged out of his coat, tossing it aside. He 
shut his eyes. “As I am left-handed.” 

Leaning down, she rested her forehead against his. This is what it 
means to be fae. This is what it means to be the Unseelie Queen. And come 
what may, I will find a way to temper the violence of the man I love. 

Placing her hand upon Bayodan’s shoulder, she took a breath, held 
it, and let it out. Shutting her own eyes, she willed her dangerous 
flowers to go to work. She could not watch the scene. She did not 
wish to see the vines dig deep into his flesh, eating everything down 
to the bone. This time, she commanded them to take those, as well. 

Bayodan twitched. She felt him go tense, and his other hand 
gripped her thigh. The sound of wetness—of meat being devoured— 
turned her stomach once more. But she would stay strong. She would 
bear this burden. She would not abandon Bayodan. 

He growled, his grasp tightening. 

He did not scream. He did not cry out. And therefore, neither 
would she. When the deed was done, she opened her eyes. His arm 
was gone down to the shoulder. Before he could bleed too much, she 
willed the wound to close. She did not know if she could heal 
someone—she had not tried before. 

But she would not let him suffer more than he needed to. Sure 
enough, the wound closed before her eyes. The skin was red and raw, 
and it must still be incredibly painful. But it was better than the 
alternative. 


It was still so jarring to feel that kind of power burning away 
between her fingertips, almost itching to be used. It felt as though she 
had released a bird from its cage, and now it was eager to fly. 

But releasing the entire flock still frightened her. Someday. One 
thing at a time. Enough has been given to you to cope with. 

“Oh, I see. You will heal him, but not I, when my wounds were 
still fresh.” Valroy’s sarcasm pulled her out of her thoughts. “I see 
where your sympathies truly sit, beloved.” 

Glaring back over her shoulder at him, she found him grinning. 
“You heal fast enough on your own.” 

He cackled. “Yes, yes. Make your excuses.” 

Rolling her eyes, she turned her attention back to Bayodan, whose 
eyes were still shut as he was clearly reeling from the pain. She took a 
step back from him, letting Cruinn tend to their mate. “Your price is 
paid, Bayodan.” 

“Thank you, my queen. My lady,” the goat king murmured. 

“Should you repeat your transgressions, you shall find my mercy— 
and that of my queen—will be null and void. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, King Valroy,” Cruinn replied. Bayodan repeated the phrase a 
moment later, though it was barely audible. 

She looked to Cruinn. “And you—one last thing.” 

Their eyes went a little wide at her tone. “Y—yes, Lady Abigail?” 

“Apologize to Anfar.” She pointed to the sea monster still lurking 
in the wings. “And you owe him a favor of his choosing in the future.” 

Cruinn’s expression relaxed, and the smile that formed on their 
face was one of relief and adoration in the same moment. “Of course. 
Yes.” They stood, gently helping Bayodan to his feet—hooves?—before 
turning to address Anfar. “We pay you our deepest apologies, Lord 
Anfar. We did not mean to harm you, but we did only what must be 
done.” They bowed their head. “Our trickery was the only way we 
could think of to lower your guard. For that, we are in your debt. And 
as our Lady has commanded, we shall be happy to repay that debt.” 

Anfar was silent, his all-black eyes staring at the shapeshifter. His 
expression revealed nothing. “Very well.” 

Oh, he is very angry. He has every right to be. 

Cruinn bowed their head and, scooping to pick up Bayodan’s coat, 
gently led the goat king away and out of the throne room. 

She let out a breath she did not realize she had been holding. 

“We are concluded.” Valroy stood from the throne and wrapped 
his wings about him like a cape. “You are all dismissed.” 

The court wasted no time in vanishing into the shadows of the 
surrounding woods. Puck blew her a kiss and vanished a second later, 
and she shook her head at the man’s antics. 

When they were alone, she steeled herself and turned her attention 


to Valroy. He was watching her, that slight smile on his face, glowing 
sapphire eyes flickering with something she could not name. 

After a pause, she spoke up. “How angry are you?” 

“With you? Hm.” He stepped down the stairs, taking his time as he 
approached. He snaked an arm around her, pulling her to him once 
more. “Nothing a good spanking won’t make up for.” 

She couldn’t help but smile up at him. “Really? I think my hand 
will get sore, however. Perhaps you should also let your wounds heal 
before you let me bend you over.” 

He howled in laughter, his arms circling her in a true embrace. His 
expression finally softened, revealing the tenderness he had been 
hiding. “I am not angry with you, Abigail. I wished to see them suffer. 
But as long as I get something in exchange...I find I do not mind 
calming my bloodlust.” He kissed her forehead. “You were 
magnificent.” After a pause, he grunted. “But I am quite cross you did 
not think to heal my wounds.” 

“T did not know that I could.” 

He huffed. “Hardly an excuse.” But there was still a twinge of a 
smile on his face. “Come, my darling. I am hungry. Seeing all that raw 
meat...” 

At her wail of dismay, he cackled. 

She held on to him as he folded them through the world. 

Valroy could not be changed. But perhaps he could be soothed. 

Perhaps there is hope for the future after all. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Titania sat on the red blanket she laid out in the snow beside the 


Lake of Sorrows. It was quiet—no birds or animals lingered by this 
place. The water, if one could call it that, never froze over, no matter 
how cold the air became. The opalescent surface shimmered in the 
light of the sunrise, casting ambers and oranges to dance with the rest. 

It had stopped snowing, and the white covering was thick and 
new, and if she were of a different mind, she would wish to play with 
the other Seelie who had gathered in the woods outside her home to 
hurl snowballs and build whimsical structures. 

But no. Today she was of a different mind, indeed. 

Setting the picnic basket beside her, she uncorked one of the two 
bottles of wine held within. One was red, and one was white. 

She poured herself a glass from the red and sipped it. The smell 
was fine—there was nothing in the scent of the bottle to alert her that 
anything had been altered with the substance. But it was the taste that 
gave it away. Something that was just a little too acrid. A little too 
bitter. 

But it was what it was. 

She sipped the wine again. It was less insulting the second time. 
Breaking off a chunk of cheese and bread, she began to eat her 
breakfast and watch the sunrise. 

And she waited. 


SOMEONE WAS KISSING Abigail’s cheek, only an hour after she had 
fallen asleep. With a quiet hum, she blinked open her eyes. Valroy was 
beside her, fast asleep himself. Therefore, he was not the one who— 

“Sshh...” A hand gently went over her mouth. Turning onto her 
back, she looked up at the grinning face of Puck. He put a finger over 
his lips, indicating she should be silent. 

Blinking in confusion, she did not know what to do, as the shroud 
of new sleep left her dazed. 

“You have to come with me,” he whispered. “It is very, very 
important.” 

The sun had just risen. What could possibly be so dire? But she 
nodded, and when he climbed from the bed to give her a few paces to 


stand, she rubbed at her eyes, trying to chase the lingering drowsiness 
away. 

Slipping out from under the blankets, she summoned herself 
warmer clothing to wear. A thick wool sweater and a cloak would do. 
She was jealous of Valroy and his fur, but wearing the pelt of an 
animal felt deeply wrong now. 

Puck was standing at the edge of the room, waving his hand for 
her to follow. With a shake of her head, she walked up to him and 
whispered, “What is it?” 

“Its an emergency. Please, just come.” He took her hand. “You'll 
understand in like...half an hour.” 

“Ts this dangerous?” 

“For you? Nah. TIl stay nearby just in case.” He smiled. “You can 
trust me.” When she narrowed an eye at him in response, he snickered 
quietly. “I know, I know. C’mon, though.” 

With a breath, she shrugged. Sure. Why not? Why not add a bit 
more chaos to her life? Although, despite her sarcastic response...she 
did honestly trust him. She knew she likely shouldn’t—who trusted a 
spymaster, in the end? 

But he had never once given her any reason to question him. 
Neither did Bayodan and Cruinn, and you see what happened there. No. 
She shoved the doubts from her mind to the back corner. She was too 
young to distrust everyone around her. She knew that was likely how 
Valroy and Titania survived. She would reach that point in her ageless 
life, she was certain. But not yet. “All right.” 

“Great.” With another flash of a grin, he folded them through 
space. It felt different than traveling through the roots of the ground 
beneath her, and still made her vaguely nauseated. When she 
reappeared, she took a step and looked down at the snow at her feet. 
It reached up to her ankles, and she let out a hum as she realized...her 
feet were not cold. 

She remembered all the time she spent walking through the Maze, 
and how her feet had ached. With another shake of her head, she let 
out a small sigh. How far she had come—or fallen, depending on how 
one looked at it. 

Looking back up, she went rigid at where she was. 

The Lake of Sorrows. 

It stretched out before her, sickly and opalescent surface glittering 
in the morning sun. All proof of the battle that had happened—the 
blood, the gore, the bodies—was gone. All buried beneath a blanket of 
white snow, or perhaps it had been wiped away. Erased from 
existence by the world of Tir n’Aill itself or its keepers. 

There, by the shore, was a large, red, rectangular blanket. And on 
it sat Titania, her rosy pink dress pooled around her, a white wool 


cape pulled over her shoulders. Her golden crown sat atop her head, 
woven delicate wisps of gold almost indistinguishable from her blonde 
hair. A basket made of woven vines that Abigail knew was alive sat 
beside her. 

Puck nudged her then jerked his head toward the other woman. 
“Go on,” he whispered. “She just wants to talk to you.” 

Talk. 

That, Abigail did not believe. She eyed Puck narrowly for a 
moment and debated shouting at him for not warning her. With a 
sigh, she decided it wasn’t worth the words or the air. Leaving his 
side, she approached Titania slowly, nervous at any moment that a 
battalion of golden-armored soldiers would leap from the trees and 
murder her. Or worse. 

She shuddered at the idea of the lake, at the poor souls trapped 
within its waters, slowly dissolving. Never drowning, never breathing, 
only knowing that they were dying. This place shall be gone before I 
leave, even if Titania tries to stop me. 

“Sit, Abigail.” Titania patted the spot beside her without looking 
over to her. She held a delicate goblet of red wine in her hand. The 
glass was so thin it was nearly invisible. 

“You will forgive me if I am a bit wary of you.” Abigail kept her 
guard up, pulling her cloak closer to herself. “We have not had the 
best few weeks, you and I.” 

“No. I suppose we have not.” Titania sighed. “I am truly sorry, 
Abigail, believe me. I did not wish for any of this to transpire. I did 
not want to make an enemy of you. I wished for us to be friends— 
perhaps even sisters.” Her jaw twitched, and she took another sip of 
the red wine. 

“T shall not betray Valroy, if that is why you have brought me 
here.” 

“No. It is not.” 

Abigail rubbed a hand over her eyes. Very well. Fine. Sure. Why 
not? She stepped onto the red blanket and sat down beside Titania, 
opposite the basket. Titania set down her goblet of wine, sinking it 
into the snow to hold it steady. She picked up the bottle of white wine 
and pulled the cork from the neck with a pop. She poured it into 
another goblet and offered it to Abigail. 

It was not without hesitation that she took it. Abigail watched the 
other woman intently, trying to read something—anything—from her 
expression. But Titania’s face was inscrutable. She was simply going 
about the business of handing her a glass of wine. “It is not poisoned, 
is it?” 

Titania chuckled, and she smiled for the first time. “No.” 

She sipped it. It was good. Sweet, but not too cloying. She looked 


out over the Lake of Sorrows. “I will dismantle this place before I 
leave here.” 

“T know you will.” Titania picked up her red wine and twisted the 
goblet between her fingers for a moment before taking another drink 
of it. “I will not stop you.” 

“Why did you ask Puck to bring me here?” 

“First, I...” Titania’s shoulders slumped, and the cold veneer of her 
expression faded and shattered before Abigail’s eyes. There was a deep 
sorrow in her eyes. Grief, and loss, and...fear. “First, I wished to say 
how very sorry I am for betraying you. Please do not think me so 
callous and cruel as to wish to harm you out of spite for the company 
you keep. Or the love you seem to have found for that bastard.” 

Abigail smiled and looked out over the lake, with the tree in the 
center that was still in full bloom despite the winter snow. Petals fell 
from its branches, drifting and flitting down until they gathered upon 
the snow, pink against the white. If she did not know what it was—if 
she could not sense it—it would almost be beautiful. Almost. “I accept 
your apology.” 

“I am simply doing what I must to save my people. Our people.” 
Titania picked up another bit of cheese and bread and ate it, pausing 
thoughtfully while she chewed. “I love Tir n’Aill. I love all our kind. I 
have never wished for war, or death, or slaughter, even of the 
Unseelie. I do not wish to see them struck from this world or any 
other. We are one people. One. And there will come a time when the 
humans will have driven us away and forgotten us. We will be all we 
have left.” 

Frowning, Abigail could only nod. She did not disagree with the 
sentiment. She knew that the human race would drive away all the 
wild places in time. It was in their nature. She had only recently been 
one of them, after all. “I do not believe that any actions you have 
taken against me has been out of malice, Titania. I do not agree with 
what it is you have done, but...I also do not know what I would have 
done differently.” 

Titania smiled faintly. “Do you mean that?” 

“I do. If I were in your place—if I were tasked with stopping 
Valroy from destroying the Seelie and Earth, and...and who knows 
where else, once he was done?” Abigail shrugged. “I would, perhaps, 
have waited the thousand years and not attempted to murder Valroy 
on our wedding night, however.” 

That made the queen laugh. She looked out over the lake and 
sipped her wine. “Yes. I do believe that was a grievous error on my 
part. I wished to attack him when he was vulnerable and distracted. 
But...I have paid dearly for my misstep and will continue to pay for it 
until I have nothing left.” 


“Valroy wishes to murder you.” 

Titania barked out a laugh, louder and more sarcastic than the 
first. “Of course, he does. That is just a fact. But I do not intend to give 
him the pleasure.” 

“Do you think you can stop him?” 

Titania merely smirked and sipped her wine again. 

They sat in silence for a moment, with Abigail not sure what to say 
or do. She sipped her white wine and ate some of the food in the 
basket after the queen gestured to it, offering it to her. 

“T am afraid to die.” 

Abigail looked up, surprised. 

Titania was staring out at the lake, her expression flat. There was a 
strange kind of broken resignation in her eyes. “I am afraid to die. I do 
not wish to go. After all that I have seen, after everything I have done, 
you would think I would be ready to rejoin the song of life. With 
Oberon gone, I...I have never felt so alone. So empty. Even when we 
fought—and oh, we fought often—I still knew he was there. That if I 
needed him, really needed him, he would be at my side without a 
second thought. Now that he is gone, I thought I would be eager to 
join him. To throw myself upon the pyre. But—no. No, it—” She 
choked off, tears forming in her eyes. She wiped at them, irritated. “I 
do not wish to die, Abigail.” 

“Perhaps there is something I could do to dissuade him, somehow 
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“No.” Titania shut her eyes. “No. You could not. Not even you, 
who has such sway on him. My head would be on a pike in his throne 
room within the week, if I...” She sighed and downed her wine, and 
poured herself another from the bottle of red. 

Could? “Why do you speak in the past tense, Titania?” 

The queen chuckled again, a bit darker but no less sarcastic. “Do 
not sound so nervous. I pose you no danger. This, I vow.” 

Abigail still could not help but frown and looked out at the lake as 
well. “I do not know what it is like to die by normal means. The 
Gle’Golun did not hurt me. I felt nothing as I passed, except a...a deep 
sense of belonging. Of feeling connected to something greater. I did 
not matter—I was nothing and no one. I was a speck of sand upon the 
shore of some great ocean. But it was peaceful. All my worries, all my 
troubles, all the darkness and monsters? They were gone. Swept away 
as if they had never once mattered. It felt like such a relief, as though 
a burden had been pulled from my shoulders that I never once knew 
had rested there until it was gone.” 

They sat in silence for a minute, perhaps longer, before Titania 
spoke. “It is not in our nature to say this. But to you, I shall. Thank 
you, Abigail. Thank you for your words.” 


When Abigail turned to look at her, the woman was faintly 
smiling. Red stained her lips, and for a moment she mistook it for the 
wine. But when Titania coughed once, she saw that...that was not the 
case. 

It was blood. 

Her eyes went wide, and worry flooded her. She shifted to her 
knees and reached out to her. “Titania, you—” 

“Shush. I am fine.” The queen brushed her hand away and sipped 
her wine again, as if nothing were the matter. “Though it does foul the 
taste, I must admit.” 

“What...who...why?” Flying to her feet in a panic, she desperately 
tried to come up with a solution to what was happening. She looked 
up to see if Puck was there, perhaps he could get help—but he was 
nowhere to be seen. “I can heal you, I—” 

“Why would you heal me?” Titania laughed. “Oh, you are just too 
sweet and naive for words, dear one. There is no point in healing me 
when I put the poison in the wine myself.” She lifted the glass and 
pondered it. “The venom of a dangerous snake. It works quickly. It is 
not painful, either. I only feel a bit more numb than usual.” She 
sipped the wine again. 

“J—but—” 

“Shush, Abigail. Sit. And let me talk.” Titania chuckled. “I have so 
very few words left in me.” 

Abigail did as she was told and sat back down, now directly at the 
other woman’s side. She said nothing, but only reached out to put a 
hand on Titania’s shoulder. This time, the queen did not brush her 
away. 

“I will not let that bloody bastard take my life, Abigail. I will not 
do it. I will go out how I choose, when I choose.” She sneered. “I will 
not give him the pleasure.” She coughed and dabbed at her lips with a 
cloth from inside the basket. It came away bloody. 

With a breath, Titania drank the rest of her glass of wine, chugging 
it, and checked the contents of the bottle. It was empty. She chuckled. 
“T shall leave this world how I lived it. Drunk and angry.” 

She tossed the bottle into the snow. Reaching up, she pulled the 
gold crown from her head and turned it over in her hands 
thoughtfully. “I prayed to our god Dagda. I prayed to him for 
guidance. And he showed me how I could save my people. I saw who 
shall lead our people to safety.” She winced, but it was not from pain. 
It was from grief. Tears ran down her cheeks, and Abigail watched 
with horror as they seemed to be stained with blood. “It shall not be 
me.” 

Titania ran her fingers over the golden crown and then, after a 
pause, held it out to Abigail. 


Abigail froze. She stared at the woman wide-eyed and in more 
horror than she had been a moment prior, if that were at all possible. 
“W...what?” 

The other woman smirked. “Whether or not you physically take 
the crown, girl, it does not matter. It is nothing more than a glorified 
stage prop.” 

Abigail took it hesitantly, feeling as though something were about 
to jump out and terrify her at any moment. “You cannot be serious. I 
cannot—” 

“You can. You must. And you will.” Titania leaned against her, 
coughing, touching her lips with the cloth once more. “I have decreed 
it. And it is mine to bestow upon whoever I wish.” 

“I...” Abigail felt like she had been the one numbed by the poison. 

“You are now Queen of the Seelie, Abigail Moore.” Titania tucked 
her head against Abigail’s shoulder and shut her eyes. “Protect our 
people, Abigail. Save them from that monster of yours.” 

“T promise I will do all that I can.” 

“May I ask you a favor, my queen?” 

Abigail knew not what to say. Not what to think. Not what to do. 
“Of—of course.” 

“Will you hold me while I die? I...find I am still afraid.” 

Tears stung her eyes, but Abigail did not bother wiping them 
away. She pulled her cloak around the other woman and held her in 
her arms, resting her head atop hers. Titania stopped coughing a 
minute or two later. She felt as the woman’s breathing began to grow 
tight, then began to slow. 

She did not cry out. She did not spasm. The poison quietly did its 
work. 

And in silence, she held Titania while her life ended. 

And only when she was gone did Abigail allow herself to weep. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Abigail had never felt more lost in her life. 


Not when Marcus left. 

Not when he sold the house out from under her. 

Not when she had been abducted to the Maze. 

Not when she had found herself remade as a Seelie. 

Abigail sat upon the stairs to the golden throne and stared at the 
crown in her hands. And she simply...did not know what to do. 

Once Titania was gone, she had taken out her rage upon the Lake 
of Sorrows, sundering it. She had commanded the roots of the world 
to open wide and swallow the terrible liquid into the ground. She had 
set her Gle’Golun upon all those who were trapped there, ending their 
suffering. 

When all was said and done, she had sat beside Titania’s body, 
weeping, for some time. 

Puck had to pull her away, murmuring to her that others were 
coming to tend to the body. He informed her the Din’Lae were already 
informed of her death, and that she would need to address the sunlit 
court. The Din’Lae would wish to speak to her. And quickly. 

For she was now the Seelie Queen. 

The golden crown in her hands...? It was hers. 

And it is a farce. This whole thing is a farce. But here she was. And 
here she was left with no other choice but to wait for the courtiers to 
assemble. And she knew they would be furious. And why wouldn’t 
they be? Titania, their rightful ruler, had committed suicide to avoid 
being murdered. And she had no claim to what had been given to her. 
No right to sit upon the throne. 

Which was why she was sitting in front of it. Not because she had 
any desire to sit upon the cold stones. But because it simply did not 
feel like hers. Nor did she think it would for a very long time. If her 
ludicrous “reign” even lasted that long. 

It took only minutes before a crowd of Seelie courtiers had 
assembled before her. Each one looking frightened and nervous, 
murmuring to each other. When Puck nodded, signaling all were in 
attendance, Abigail stood and found herself once more addressing a 
crowd of fae in a throne room. 

As their “queen.” 

She pulled the hood of her cloak off her head and looked out at the 
Seelie. Each one was beautiful and unique in their own way. A woman 


who looked as though she was made of ice was perched atop a nearby 
branch, crystalline wings fluttering behind her. They resembled those 
of a dragonfly, translucent and veiny. 

“Titania has...” She paused and began again. “Titania chose to end 
her life. She wished to ensure that Valroy did not take it from her. 
And as she died, she gave me the golden crown.” She lifted it up 
briefly before dropping her hand back to her side. “I assure you this is 
all as strange and unexpected to me as it is to you.” 

“How do we know you did not poison her?” One of them asked. He 
was a man whose face resembled a deer, though the rest of him 
seemed humanoid. 

Puck answered for her, in the form of walking up to him with a 
folded scroll and offering it to him. 

The deer-face hesitated before taking it, unfolding it, and taking a 
moment to read it. He sighed heavily and passed it to someone beside 
them. Abigail did not know what it said, but she could guess. A 
missive from Titania, explaining her actions, she supposed. 

“But why you?” a woman demanded. “Why you, a traitor to our 
kind? An Unseelie supporter?” 

“First, I am not an Unseelie supporter. I am not a Seelie supporter. 
I seek peace for both.” Abigail clenched her fist, anger thinning her 
voice. “I bartered for a thousand years of it, only to have it smashed 
when Titania attempted to murder Valroy on our wedding night!” 

Shaking her head, she looked off into the snowy field that dropped 
away down the steep hill on which the throne room sat. It gave her a 
wonderful view of the forests of Tir n’Aill. “I will not argue that I do 
not belong here. I will not argue that I have no right to what has been 
given to me. But what I will not stand is accusations that I somehow 
wish to fall in step with Valroy’s plans for war, when that could not be 
farther from the truth.” 

The courtiers remained silent, and at their lack of response, she 
looked down at the crown in her hand. “Titania believed that I am 
meant to stand in Valroy’s way. That with this, I would somehow stop 
him from his designs on destroying the Seelie and the humans.” 

“And is that what you intend to do?” someone near the back asked. 

With a faint shrug, she shut her eyes. She could see the center of 
the puzzle she was meant to solve—the labyrinth that stretched out 
before her. Her goal was clear—stop Valroy from destroying her 
people, new and old. But how was she meant to get there? How was 
she meant to do it? 

It seems I am always going to be solving mazes. 

Finally, she answered. “Yes. I do not know if I will succeed. But I 
will stand in his way.” 

“But you are his queen. You love him.” 


“T am, and I do. But that does not mean I agree with his goals, nor 
will I side with him if he goes to war.” She turned to address the 
Din’Lae. “I shall not betray him. And I shall not stop loving him. But if 
it means I have to take up a sword and spear”—the thought of her 
wielding a sword made her chuckle—“to stand against him? I will. I 
am Seelie. And I have a duty to perform.” 

“But you are the Unseelie Queen,” someone in the crowd insisted. 

“Yes. But by that same logic, Valroy is now the Seelie King.” Her 
words garnered a varied reaction. Some of the courtiers laughed. 
Some of them groaned. And many of them grumbled angrily to 
themselves or others. “Things have changed,” she stated simply. 
“Things are strange. And I do not know what will transpire. I do not 
know what will happen next. But I will do all that I can to save your 
people. Our people. I vow this to you—all of you—I would rather die 
again than see this world crumble beneath Valroy’s axe.” 

After a long pause as the Din’Lae looked to each other warily, one 
woman stepped forward. She was a beautiful creature whose limbs 
were the twisted branches of trees. “I support you, Queen Abigail. I 
shall stand beside you, come what may.” 

“And I,” said another. 

“And I.” 

All but two swore fealty to her in the end. A tall, gruff looking 
creature made entirely out of stone, and another who seemed made 
from nothing but smoke. 

She bowed her head to them. “I respect your choice, and...I do not 
fault you. Were I in your place, I likely would not believe me, either.” 

“Do you cast us out?” the rock man said through a grumble. 

“No. I wish to hear your voices. Your thoughts.” She looked down 
at the crown in her hand and once more shut her eyes. “I am young. A 
fraction of years compared to any of you. I...cannot do this alone.” 

“Good thing you have me!” Puck cackled and appeared next to her 
suddenly, throwing his arms around her shoulders from behind her 
and kissing her cheek. He had a few inches on her, so it was easy for 
him to drape himself over her like her cloak, for better or worse. 

When she went to shoo him away, he went rigid. “Oh, no.” Puck 
vanished in another blink, gone as quickly as he had arrived. She did 
not know what had scared him off for a moment, before she had her 
answer. 

“Where is she, Titania? Face me, you backstabbing whore!” 

That would do it. 

Valroy. 

The Din’Lae scattered almost faster than she could track, each of 
them vacating the throne room within moments. Not a single one of 
them wanted to face the terrifying Unseelie King, who had appeared 


at the entrance to the throne room, a sword in each hand and murder 
in his eyes. They did not dare attack him, not even in broad daylight. 
And she did not blame them for one ounce of their fear. 

His expression flickered and turned to one of confusion as he saw 
her. Abigail shook her head, not even knowing where to begin. 

Valroy lowered his swords, tilting his head in curiosity as he 
stepped toward her. “What has happened, little witch?” 

“I...” She held up the golden crown weakly. “Titania is dead. The 
Lake of Sorrows has been destroyed.” 

He paused, blinked, and then laughed. Truly laughed, as though it 
were the funniest or most joyful news he had ever heard. The swords 
vanished from his hands, and he doubled over, howling in his 
amusement. 

She sighed. “Valroy, it is not funny.” 

He straightened back up, grinning wickedly. “Oh, but it is! This is 
the best thing I have seen in years. You, my dear, sweet, wonderful 
queen—have taken it upon yourself to murder my enemy for me! And 
you even have her crown for proof.” 

“Tt...was not murder.” She cringed. She knew this conversation 
would not go well. Not well at all. “It was suicide.” 

Valroy’s smile faded slightly. “Oh?” 

“She wished to end her life before you did it for her.” Abigail shut 
her eyes and tried not to dwell on the loss of Titania. They had not 
been true friends. They were not allies. She did not know why her 
death hurt her as much as it did. Perhaps because she is—was—a legend, 
and there was some solace in knowing she existed. “She drank a bottle of 
wine mixed with poison. She summoned me to speak to me, and Puck 
brought me to her while you slept.” 

“Hm...well.” He shrugged and strolled toward her. “Not nearly as 
much fun as if you had killed her yourself, but I suppose I am still 
happy to see it done! The bitch is dead, and now the Seelie throne is 
vacant. It will make it all the easier to—” 

“It is not vacant.” 

He froze. For a moment, it seemed as though he was going to ask 
her who had taken the throne, before his faintly glowing sapphire eyes 
flicked to the crown in her hand and back up to her face. 

It was his sudden anger that made it painfully apparent that he 
understood precisely what had transpired. That, and his cursing. “That 
whore. That insufferable quim! No—this shall not stand. You are my 
queen. Mine!” 

He took another step toward her, and she fought the urge to 
retreat. She tightened her grasp on the crown in her hand. “I am your 
queen. I do not renounce it. But I am...also the ruler of the Seelie.” 

His expression smoothed, and then he smiled, cruel and 


disingenuous. “Then she has made my work simpler for me yet. There 
shall be no one in my way while I enslave the Seelie and destroy the 
human race.” 

Here it is. 

The moment she would have to choose. The moment where all 
would be upended again. With a breath, she put the golden crown 
upon her head. It felt so strange to have it there. But it fit her without 
issue. She met Valroy’s gaze and clenched her fists. 

This was foolish. She could not stand up to him. She could barely 
grasp the concept of her own power, let alone use it to stand against 
someone like him. She was young, inexperienced, and by all means, a 
fool. 

But she had no choice. She needed to do this. There were no 
excuses. For if she failed...I hope I am all that Dagda told you I was, 
Titania. For I do not know it myself. 

At her hesitation, he held his hand out to her. “Come, my love. 
You and I shall rule this world, and the vermin shall run before our 
combined wrath.” 

With one word, she would unleash hell. Bracing herself, she lit the 
fuse that would ignite the powder keg. 

“No.” 


VALROY STARED AT HER. 

No. 

She had told him no. 

Fury blazed through him like a wildfire. He had woken up with his 
beloved missing from his bed. Having learned from Puck that she had 
gone to see Titania, he had been certain his wife had become the 
bitch’s prisoner. 

It was far worse than that. He had always wanted Abigail to be a 
queen—but she was meant to be his! Not take the whore’s place upon 
the Seelie throne! 

First, he had been denied the pleasure of taking Titania’s life 
himself. Second, she had given Abigail the throne. And that might 
have been excusable if his day had not gone from terrible to worse 
with that one simple, irritating word. 

No. 

She would not join him in destroying the Seelie and the humans. 
He sneered. He could see the flash of defiance in her moss green eyes. 
The resilience and determination. But he also saw uncertainty. And 
why would she not be afraid? How could she stand a chance against 
him? 


He took a slow step forward. “Change your mind, Abigail...I will 
give you this chance for how much I love you. Stand beside me. We 
shall rule Tir n’Aill together.” 

She hesitated before retreating from him. “You would have me be 
queen of the ashes, Valroy. You would have me rule a dead and 
enslaved people. You would burn this sunlit world and then move 
onto the next.” 

“Yes. And?” He laughed at her clear frustration with his flippant 
answer. “This world is mine to ruin. As is Earth. As is any world I see 
fit to invade after that!” He growled, baring his teeth. “I am Valroy. I 
am the Maze. I shall not be stopped by anyone or anything.” He took 
another step toward her, reminding her of how small she was in 
comparison to him. 

She wavered. He wondered if she would surrender. He prayed that 
she would. For the alternative...the alternative was a path he did not 
wish to walk. 

He watched as she straightened her spine, squared her shoulders, 
and lifted her head. She met his gaze. “I will stop you.” 

The laugh that left him that time was as cold as the winter wind 
around them. He shut his eyes and took a moment to ready himself for 
what was to come. It would be enjoyable...for him. As for her? 

Well. 

Grinning, he turned his attention back to her. Before she could 
react, he snatched her by the front of the cloak and dragged her into 
him, wrapping a wing behind her back to pin her chest to his. She 
smelled like chestnuts and winter spices. Gone were the scents of 
Spring and Summer and Autumn. For she was part of the world 
around her. 

And then he knew the truth of what she had gained with the 
crown. 

Damn you to father’s pits of hell, Morrigan. Damn you for what you 
have done. 

For now his only hope of success...was that she never learned what 
power she had now gained. He arched an eyebrow. “You think you 
can stop me?” 

“T know I will try.” She glared at him in response. 

With a dark chuckle that sent a shiver up her spine, he gripped her 
chin and held her face in place as he let his lips ghost over hers, 
before whispering in her ear, “We shall see, my little witch...we shall 
see.” 

She screamed as he clamped the iron collar around her throat and 
dragged her through the gap between the worlds. 

You belong to me, Abigail Moore. 

You are mine. 


And no one else shall have you. 
Not even Tir n’Aill itself. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Abigail's hands met rough stone the moment before the rest of her 


did. Valroy had unceremoniously thrown her forward and, tripping 
over a thick iron chain, she had fallen painfully to the ground. 

Looking up, she did not recognize where she was. Walls of stone 
surrounded her on three sides. They looked like the ancient ruins of 
some long-gone culture, grown over with roots and vines. The ground 
beneath her was made of enormous stones placed and cut down to be 
mostly flat, though the gaps between them were irregular and filled 
with moss. 

Though she did not recognize her surroundings, she did know 
where she was. The deep, smoky haze over the sky gave it away. The 
sun would never shine in the Maze, after all. 

Her throat itched. The heavy iron collar around her throat pulled 
her head down toward the ground. It was not attached to the chain 
that she had stumbled over, but she knew it was going to be shortly. 

“Oh, Abigail.” He picked her up once more by the back of the neck 
—using the iron collar like a handle—and hefted her to her feet. He 
shoved her forward, and as she turned to face him, he pushed her 
back against the stone, pinning her there with the claw of one of his 
wings. He sneered down at her. “I had hoped it would not come to 
this.” 

“Let me go, Valroy. This is nonsense! What do you hope to 
achieve?” 

His sapphire gaze raked down her body then back up. “I have a 
list.” 

“Now is not the time to joke! Get this thing off me!” She shoved at 
his chest. But he did not move. 

Instead, his grin turned darker. “I am not joking, my little witch...” 
He whirled her around once more and pressed her, face-first, into the 
stone wall. She tried to push away, but there was nothing she could 
do. Even though she might be stronger than a mortal, she was still no 
match for Valroy. 

Her protests turned to a gasp as the length of his body was now 
what pinned her there, his thigh between hers. She shivered despite 
herself as she put her palms against the wall in a useless attempt to 
give herself some space. “Let me go, Valroy.” 

“No. Not unless you stand by my side, torch in hand, and help me 
conquer this miserable world...or when there is no one left to save, 


and my business is concluded.” He nuzzled his head into her hair by 
her ear, his arms slipping around her body. The claws of his wings 
were against the stone beside her own hands. “Until then...” He pulled 
her hips back to his, sliding her up his thigh. “You are my prisoner, 
Abigail Moore.” 

She could not help but let her eyes slip shut at the sensation of him 
around her, holding her in place, resisting all her attempts to struggle. 
It would be so easy to give in. It would be so easy to do as he asked. 

Turning her head to him, she went to kiss him. He moved to meet 
her, smirking, clearly believing he had won that easily. 

She bit his lip as hard as she could. 

He snarled in pain, his grasp on her tightening. When she pulled 
away, a small line of blood oozed from the corner of his mouth. He 
grinned, and his laugh was just as feral and cruel as his expression. “If 
that is how you would like this to be, very well.” 

She grunted as her face met the wall once more, held there by the 
claw of one of his wings, the sharp points of the talons resting against 
her skin. Threatening her to move. Threatening her to inspire him to 
squeeze and pierce her skin. 

He would not kill her. She knew that. But there was always the 
danger of what else he might do. 

“Valroy, stop this. Let me go.” 

“I vowed to make the Seelie Queen suffer for what was done to me. 
I was denied my due payment from the previous one. I suppose I shall 
have my weight in gold from you, instead...” He slid his palm over 
her stomach, fingers spreading wide. When they ran beneath the waist 
of her pants, she bit back a whimper. 

And when his digits ran farther down her body, cupping her core, 
she had to grit her teeth to keep from moaning. She would not give 
him the victory. She would not. 

Another malicious chuckle was close to her ear, as he began to toy 
with her. His wings held her easily in place, allowing his other hand 
to roam over her, pulling off her cloak and tossing it aside. “You are 
mine, Abigail. Mine. And you can deny it all you want. And trust me, I 
know how you love to do just that...” 

She worried she might have bitten through her tongue as he sank a 
finger inside her, sharp black nail withdrawn, and began to work it 
inside her. It forced a breath out of her lungs as though she had been 
punched in the stomach. It twisted knots inside her and made her skin 
crawl with something like fire, every nerve in her body coming alive. 

His other hand slipped up her sweater and began to grope and 
knead at her breast, pinching the sensitive bud between his fingers. 
When she did not cry out, he redoubled his efforts. It wasn’t until she 
was nearly certain he must have broken the skin that she finally let 


out a whine, and he relented. If only to switch sides. 

How long it went on, she could not say. He tormented her, 
dragging his nails over her skin to leave welts, biting at her shoulder, 
and all the while his finger moved in her, promising more. Promising 
what he was about to do to her. 

But “more” did not come. 

Just when she was on the verge of screaming at him, demanding 
he tear off her clothes and take her against the wall and be done with 
it already, he pulled his hand from her and, with a deeply amused 
laugh, stepped back. 

It left her leaning on the wall, panting, feeling overheated in the 
cold winter air. 

“Well?” 

She turned and rested her back against the stones, worried that 
without them she might collapse. And she glared at him as hard as she 
could. “What are you trying to prove?” 

“That this little game of yours—this little pretense of goodness—is 
all a sham. That you want nothing more than to have me fuck you raw 
like the boar I threatened you with not so long ago.” He grinned. 
“Isn’t that right, little witch?” 

“Wanting you and loving you has nothing to do with agreeing with 
you. It has nothing to do with condoning your actions.” She pressed 
her palms to the stone behind her, needing the cool bite of the rocky 
edges to center herself. To try to calm the raging fire he had lit inside 
her. 

“Hm. We shall see.” He pondered her for a moment, clearly 
weighing a decision. “I had thought to wind you up like a clock and 
leave you here, eager and alone. I thought maybe I would tease you 
for days before I finally gave you what you wanted. But...” His 
expression split into that vicious smile she had come to recognize. The 
one she both loved and feared. “When have I ever been patient?” 

The next moment was a blur as he descended on her like the wild 
beast that he was. She heard fabric tearing as he ripped her clothes 
from her body and pressed her once more face-first to the wall. 

“Besides.” His words were little more than a growl in her ear. “You 
look so good like this...at my mercy.” She had little warning of him 
there at her entrance before he snapped his hips forward. It took only 
one hard thrust before he finally drew the cry from her throat that she 
had held back to that point. 

He pulled one of her knees over the crook of his arm, leaving her 
exposed. Another snap of the hips, and she felt him hilted deep inside 
her, stretching and filling her. She needn’t count the rungs of his 
piercings as they rammed themselves into her waiting body to know 
he had driven himself all the way. The blissful ache had told her that 


much. 

To say he was not in a mood to show her any mercy was to put it 
lightly. He pulled out of her just enough to ensure that the impact 
back in jarred her sharply against the wall and set a tempo that sent 
stars shooting through her vision as he set to work rutting her as he 
had threatened. 

The claws of his wings pinned her there, holding her still and 
pulling her back against his thrusts all at the same time. She could not 
stop the sounds she made, mewling and crying, whimpering in 
pleasure as he ravaged her. 

She lost count of how many times her pleasure climbed and peaked 
before he finally seemed to take some manner of pity on her. His hips 
snapped forward once more, burying himself to the base, and he 
snarled loudly. Two more impacts, erratic and bruising, enough to 
nearly lift her off her toes, and then a third, before she felt him swell 
and pulse. The sensation of him surging inside her was enough to send 
her over that cliff once more, wailing. 

He held her to his chest, the both of them panting for air, as their 
bodies calmed from their foray. He kissed her cheek then, slowly, 
before releasing her and stepping away. 

For a moment, she wondered if he would not change his mind. 

Until she heard a loud and metallic clink and a heavy weight at the 
back of her neck dragged her off balance and to the ground. She fell, 
chained and collared, naked, at his feet. 

“This...is quite the sight, I must say.” He tilted his head slightly as 
he took her in. “I think I could quite enjoy you like this, my love. 
What say you? A century or two as my pet? Then you can take your 
place as Queen of the Ashes.” 

“Let me go, Valroy!” She yanked on the iron collar, but it only 
itched like she had touched nettles. She could not pull it free. “You 
cannot do this!” 

“I can. I can, and I shall.” He summoned a thick fur blanket in his 
hands and tossed it over her. “I shall return tonight, and we shall see 
if you have rethought your position. And if not?” He walked away, 
laughing quietly once more. “Perhaps we shall try a few more.” 

He vanished. 

And she screamed obscenities into the empty air. 


IT WAS a frequent occurrence that Anfar found himself staring at 
Valroy in disbelief due to something terrible that the idiot had done. It 
was always one scheme or another with his friend. He had wanted to 
throttle him within an inch of his life when he had abducted the 


human witch into his Maze. And despite how much he appreciated 
Abigail Moore, and thought of her as a friend, it had still been a 
terrible mistake to bring her here. 

But now, his bastard “cousin” had outdone himself. 

“You did what?” He could barely believe the words that came out 
of Valroy’s mouth. 

The Unseelie King was sitting upon his throne, looking for all the 
world like the cat who ate the canary. He had one leg draped over an 
arm of the silvered chair and was laughing at the look of rage and 
shock upon Anfar’s face. “What? She’s fine. I haven’t hurt her.” 

Anfar pressed the heels of his hands against the orbital bones of his 
cheeks and took some relief from the sensation. This was all going to 
give him a terrible headache. “You have taken her prisoner.” 

“Of course.” He said it like it was the only logical answer in the 
world. As though Anfar were somehow the fool. 

“You cannot—she is the Seelie Queen, Valroy. And moreover, she is 
your queen.” All of the news of Titania’s death and Abigail’s 
inexplicable rise to the throne was still wheeling about in his head. It 
was all a great deal to take in at once. And now, it had been capped 
off like the frosting atop a cake by Valroy’s abduction of his own wife. 

“Precisely! She is mine. And I have not hurt her, old friend.” 
Valroy sighed. “Do you think I do not still love her? No. I am doing 
this, in a way, to protect her.” He tapped his long black nails against 
the arm of the throne. “If I did not chain her away where I could keep 
her safe, she might try to stop me. And if she stood against me in 
battle...” 

“You must set her free. You must.” Anfar shook his head. “This is 
madness, even for you.” 

“One, I am flattered you think so.” Valroy smirked, but it faded 
quickly. “And second, no. I do not need to do anything. I am king, and 
I do not answer to you. She is my prisoner and shall remain so until I 
see fit to release her.” 

“The Seelie will gather their armies.” Anfar clenched a fist at his 
side. “They will march against us.” 

“Good!” He laughed. “Let them come! But you speak false, you 
soggy piece of driftwood. You know you do. The Seelie only knew 
Abigail as their queen for but an hour before I took her from them. 
They will not rise to fight for the safety of a woman they do not know, 
nor would they have any reason to believe the sincerity of her words. 
From their perspective, the traitorous Seelie witch is merely hiding in 
the arms of her lover.” 

Anfar felt his jaw tick. “You do not know that.” 

“I do. And moreover, even if they did rise up against me, what 
chance would they stand? I am war incarnate. I am death. I am 


carnage and slaughter. They are a bunch of wood sprites and hearth 
elves.” Valroy waved a hand dismissively and leaned back in the 
throne, clearly basking in the action of sitting upon it after so long. 
“What good can they do?” 

There was little in the world that Anfar hated more than arguing 
with Valroy. And one notch above that was when the bastard was 
speaking the truth. No, he did not think the Seelie would rise up to 
defend their queen. Nor would they stand a chance if they did. 

“You are making a grievous mistake, Valroy.” Anfar turned on his 
heel and walked away. He wanted nothing more of this. “One that 
might finally spell your undoing.” 

“We shall see, old friend. We shall see.” 

Yes. They would. 

He folded through space and arrived at Perin’s hut, eager to be 
away from the prince—king, he corrected himself—and back to 
somewhere warmer and more welcoming. He had done what he could 
to make the home more comfortable. Glass windows, better curtains, 
and...a larger and stronger cot, as the small stretch of fabric between 
wood posts could not support their combined weight. 

They had learned that the hard way. 

He smirked despite himself, but his mood was ruined by the time 
he pushed open the door and stepped inside. The stove was burning 
bright, and the heat of it was pleasant in comparison to the cold of the 
Winter night. 

Perin stood from where he had been sitting at his table, sharpening 
his boarding saber. There was a chance they might need it. He stood 
and opened his mouth to speak, but Anfar simply shook his head. The 
selkie fell silent, frowning, as Anfar walked up to him. 

Anfar reached up and pulled the other man down into a deep kiss. 
He wanted to feel him. Taste him. Take solace in his embrace. Perin 
asked no questions as he wrapped his arms around Anfar in return, 
holding him close. 

When he finally parted, Perin kissed his cheek, then his forehead. 
He did not ask what was wrong. He did not ask for news. He simply 
waited patiently for Anfar to speak. 

I do not think I can love him any more than I already do. 

Resting his head against the selkie’s shoulder, he sighed and let 
some of the tension leave his body. Some. Not all. It would never be 
“all,” and that was no mark against the ex-sailor. 

“I may have to choose,” Anfar murmured. 

Perin held him tighter. The selkie knew just as well as he did that 
the situation was going to get worse before it got better. He offered no 
niceties, no platitudes. He made no excuses, no promises that 
everything was going to be all right. 


And already, Perin had proven Anfar wrong. 

He could love him more. 

Tonight, I shall simply enjoy this small peace I have found. 
Tomorrow, I shall have to finally choose once and for all. 
Valroy, or the lives of Tir n’Aill? 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


6c 
I suppose I should not be surprised.” 


Abigail did not know who she was speaking to. Valroy. Herself. 
The empty air. The Morrigan. Anyone and no one. She held the fur 
blanket around herself tighter and let out a long, heavy sigh. 

She could not work her magic, chained as she was. So, there she 
sat, in the three-sided alcove of the ruined portion of the Maze where 
Valroy had left her. And she was naked. 

She should be freezing. She should be huddled in the blanket for 
dear life, or gathering as many scraps of twigs and fallen branches as 
she could reach to attempt to make a fire. If she were a mortal 
woman, she would most certainly be dead. 

But she was not. Nor was she even that uncomfortable, if she were 
honest with herself. Her biggest annoyance was not the freezing air, 
but the itching burn of the iron collar around her throat. She shuffled 
the fur blanket up to her throat, shoving as much of the pelt as she 
could underneath the iron ring to alleviate the pain. 

Oddly, her breath did not even turn to mist in the cold air. 

Huh. 

Perhaps she was fae. She definitely felt the cold as the Winter had 
come, but now it was as though she had simply adapted to it. Or that 
was what she had thought until she shifted and noticed something 
odd. 

Her skin was—she parted the blanket to get a better look at her 
leg, stretching it out in front of her. 

“What in the name of...” 

Her skin was pale, almost as white as the snow beneath her, with 
only the barest pink to show that she might still be alive. The touches 
of green that had existed around her ankles and wrists that had faded 
and tapered as it stretched up her limbs were now...blue. A pale blue, 
like the open sky at early dawn. 

Holding out her arms, she let out a quiet “huh.” Sure enough, it 
seemed she had changed along with the season. Her freckles were still 
there, a smattering of almost charcoal-colored dots against her 
otherwise inhumanly white skin. 

Her hair was still garnet. At least there was that. She wondered 
what color her eyes were, or her lips, since it seemed to have followed 
step with the mossy green of her limbs. 

She had not changed colors when Autumn had come. I was not 


queen when it came and went. She shook her head dumbly. There was 
nothing she could do about it, even if she understood what was 
happening. Just one more thing she was subjected to without any 
warning or explanation. 

Oh, I am in quite a foul mood this evening. She had plenty of excuses, 
she supposed. Gathering the blanket back around herself, she sat in 
the center of the stone alcove and let out another dreary sigh. 

Valroy. 

Damn him. 

She was furious with him. But truth be told? She was not 
surprised. She was not surprised in the slightest. “I knew something 
like this would happen. I knew he would get me out of the way, so I 
did not interfere with his plans.” 

Lying down on her side, she curled up half on and half under the 
fur. It took the weight of the chain off her neck, though it did dig the 
collar rather uncomfortably into her shoulder. No, she was not 
shocked about what Valroy had done. From his point of view, it made 
perfect logical sense. 

Capture the Seelie Queen to ensure the daylit folk were headless 
when he invaded their world. Had Titania still been alive, the Seelie 
Queen would be dead. But now, he would keep her like this—as a 
chained-up dog inside his fortress—until the battle had passed. 

A fortress that was actually himself, but that was neither here nor 
there at the moment. 

Pressing her palm to the cold stone, she tried to listen to the hum 
of the world around her. To feel the song of the Maze, even if she 
could not hear the song of life. But with the iron wrapped around her 
throat, she could feel nothing at all. Nothing except the worn-smooth 
surface of the rock. 

Yes. She was in a foul mood and feeling plenty sorry for herself. 
Tucking her hand back beneath the fur, she shut her eyes. There was 
no telling how long Valroy would wait to invade the daylight of Tir 
n’Aill. But he was, as he said, not a patient creature. 

I was meant to save them. To help them. And instead, I can do nothing. 
This cannot be what Dagda showed you, Titania. This cannot be what was 
meant to happen. 

But it did not matter what was meant to happen. It only mattered 
what had happened. And what she planned to do next. “What can I 
do?” She laughed faintly, snuggling into the fur around her. “He will 
not listen to me.” 

She was angry. She felt small and helpless. It was only her fury and 
annoyance at Valroy that kept her from weeping. There would be time 
for tears later, when Tir n’Aill was burning around her. 

Yet she felt no hate in her heart for Valroy. He was what he was, 


and never made any pretenses to convince her otherwise. Even his 
actions now were perfectly in line with who she expected him to be. 
It was exactly at that point, as she began drifting off to sleep that 
was spurred by sheer exhaustion, that Abigail came to a conclusion. 
Loving someone did not preclude wishing to punch them in the 
face. 


VALROY STEPPED into the alcove of his Maze and could not help but 
smile faintly down at the lump of snow-covered fur that had huddled 
down in the center of the space. He set the plate of food down on a 
block that had toppled from one of the walls many centuries ago, 
deciding it was a good enough table for the time being. 

Poor Abigail. 

His poor Abigail. 

He was not being kind to her. Not by any stretch of any 
imagination. And he knew that. But this was a wonderful new game 
for them to play. He would be the callous warden, and she his helpless 
prisoner. He grinned at the thought, the mental images of all the 
terrible things he would do to her flashing through his mind. Perhaps it 
is time to see if she enjoys the switch or the cane. 

But not today. 

Maybe. 

Stepping up to where she lay, huddled underneath the blanket he 
had given her, he knelt beside her. The iron chain and the locks of 
garnet hair that disappeared underneath the fur were the only 
indications that what had curled up beneath it was his wife. His 
queen. His Seelie pet. 

Gently pulling the blanket away, she murmured and rolled onto 
her back, uncaring for the cold or her nudity in her sleeping state. 

By the stars, he did not know when he had ever seen anything so 
beautiful in his life. 

Her skin was nearly as pale as the weather, mottled with shades of 
blue at her wrists, her ankles, and likely along her lower back, though 
he could not see it. Her lips were a sky blue. Not deep bruised like 
those of a corpse, but bright and full of the promise of frost. So, too, 
he knew her eyes would match. 

Not even Titania had reached such a connection with the world 
around her. 

Abigail had become the Queen of Winter. Just as she would 
become the Queen of Spring, and Summer, and Autumn in turn. The 
Gle’Golun still tangled in her hair, as it always would, as that 
pernicious weed would never die, no matter the season. 


If he had been made Death so very, very long ago... 

Now she had become Life. 

He sneered. He whispered to himself, wishing his thoughts to be 
heard by the bitch goddess who had put him in this situation. But he 
kept his words quiet, for he did not wish to wake the poor sleeping 
thing before him. 

He let his fingertips brush over her freckles on her collarbone and 
shoulder. They had turned dark gray. “You are to blame for this, 
Mother Morrigan. This was your scheme all along. Fool me into loving 
her, and then fashion her to be my undoing. Well, you are wrong. I 
wished for her to stand willingly by my side. I did not wish to enslave 
her. But now, you have left me no choice.” 

He reached out, running his fingers through Abigail’s red hair 
before stroking the backs of his knuckles over her cheek. She was cool 
to the touch now. Warm, but not as she had been. Even her nipples 
were tinted blue, and he grinned wickedly, wondering what else had 
changed in color. “And if you do not think I will happily enjoy her like 
this for the centuries to come? You do not know what kind of 
depraved creature you have borne.” Chuckling darkly, he lowered 
himself to lie beside Abigail, kissing her throat just above the iron that 
circled it. 

Trailing his kisses upward, she hummed in her sleep, shifting 
closer to him, sensing his presence through her dream. He wrapped a 
wing over them, his weight supported on his elbow by her head, 
caging her in. His lips grazed hers just as he began to let his other 
hand wander her body. 

When he cupped her breast, squeezing it, loving how she was so 
supple in his grasp, she let out a small sound of surprise against him. 

Parting the kiss, he grinned down at her as she blinked away the 
sleep. Her eyes were ice blue. Nearly white, in fact. I will thank you for 
her beauty, Mother Morrigan. I will at least thank you for giving me such a 
tasty prize. 

“Good evening, my love. Have you seen? We nearly match now. 
Though my blue is much more—” 

His head rocked to the side. 

It took him a stunned moment to realize she had just punched him 
in the nose. 

Laughing, he sat up, touching his fingers to his face. She had not 
done anything more than hurt him. “Good evening, indeed.” 

“How dare you!” 

“You like it when I touch y—” He was on his back, with her 
straddling his waist. Normally, he would be more than happy to have 
his naked wife riding him, but their usual act did not seem to be her 
goal. For instead, she seemed quite set upon pummeling him with her 


fists. 

As laughable as it was. 

And laugh he did. 

He grabbed her wrists, snatching them easily from the air, and 
could not help but marvel at the sheer rage in her expression. It was 
breathtaking. 

“What are you staring at?” She glowered at him. 

“Your magnificence. I do so very much love it when you are 
angry.” 

The snarl of anger and the redoubling of her efforts to beat him 
senseless made him howl in laughter once more. She was so furious! 
He flipped them over, her back landing on the fur blanket, thighs still 
atop his. She thrashed and kicked at him but was helpless to stop him 
from pinning her wrists over her head beneath the press of one of his 
claws. 

“Let me go!” 

He held her hips in place, keeping her from kicking out from under 
him, ignoring the impacts of her heels against his back and his legs. 
She eventually tired, stilling her futile escape attempts, and focused 
her energy into a stare that he swore was meant to stop his heart 
where he knelt. 

He smiled. “Are you done? I brought breakfast. Although I could 
be convinced to eat something else, if you wish.” 

Her frustrated and livid growl was almost inhuman, and she 
resumed thrashing about beneath him. He laughed in amusement, 
loving how she would not give up. And also loving the view. He very 
much loved the view. 

“Or we could do something else entirely, if you prefer...” He 
shifted his weight, lying between her legs, pinning her to the ground 
with a press of his hips, proving just how very much he enjoyed the 
show she was putting on. 

The press of his needy body against hers stilled her squirming, and 
she pulled in a sharp breath. “Now is not the time for this, you 
overgrown—” 

He kissed her, silencing her protest. Bruising and harsh, claiming 
her with each second, he held her head still as he invaded her mouth 
with his tongue, tangling it with hers. Stars, how he wanted her. How 
he always wanted her. 

And how he had begun to live for the moment she surrendered to 
him. When she fought him tooth and nail, before her love and desire 
for him won out over her fury and her anger. 

Someday, the scales would tip the other way. Someday, his 
misdeeds would be too much for even her to withstand, and nothing 
he could do would win her over. 


But as she moaned against his lips, her body writhing beneath his 
in a very different way, he knew that day had not yet come. 

This time, he took her slowly. He wanted them both to feel it. To 
savor it as he pushed inside her, joining them and making them one. 
When he released her wrists, she clung to him, his name hovering 
upon her lips with every thrust. 

What would happen to them, he did not know. 

When she would learn to hate him, he could not say. 

But for now? 

For now, he would eke every ounce of joy from the fleeting 
moments he had left where that was not the case. 

When all was said and done, he whispered words of love to her, 
holding her close. His Abigail. His queen. The one who knew the truth 
of his nature and had still chosen to be with him. 

She kissed him, tender and gentle, before those ice blue eyes met 
his. “I love you, Valroy. I truly do.” 

He smiled. 

“But this cannot go on.” 

He kissed her, telling her in silence what he would not allow 
himself to say in words. 

I know. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Abigail lay in Valroy’s arms. He was warm, and she snuggled closer 


to him, wanting the feel of his body against hers. There was comfort 
in it—there was peace—even if the itch of the iron collar around her 
throat reminded her of precisely how unpeaceful this really was. 

She pondered the blue tint to her skin on her wrist, holding it up to 
the inked markings on his chest. Yes, they did almost match, though 
her color was far more pale than the deep blues of his tattoos. 

She loved him. 

Oh, how she loved him. 

But she needed to be free. She did not know how, nor did she 
believe she had the power within herself to do it alone. Valroy would 
certainly not be the one to do it. No matter how much she cried, no 
matter how much she begged, or raged, or fought—he would keep her 
here until the world had turned to cinders and ash. 

And the gods would only know what would be left of her soul by 
the time that had come to pass. But she could not shun his embrace. 
She could not deny how she felt in his arms. And how she wished, 
with all her might, that the moment could last forever. 

He was asleep, and she was being lulled in after him, tangled in fur 
blankets as they were in the middle of the stone alcove. 

Shutting her eyes, she let herself drift away in his embrace. And 
her wishes turned to prayers. 

I need to be free. 

I need to stop him. 

Please, Gods, help me. 


PERIN STEPPED INTO THE CLEARING, a few paces behind Anfar. He did 
not belong here. Lords of all, he did not belong anywhere near this 
situation. But there he was, his pelt draped over his shoulders, and did 
what he had promised to do—stay by Anfar’s side. 

And do what he could. 

In a gods-damned fucking war. 

He hated every single step he took. He hated every second of it. He 
wanted to sit in his warm hut and make love to Anfar. He wanted to 
have a peaceful, enjoyable Yule season. Not this nonsense. 


Not waging war against his own king in secret to save their queen. 

We are traitors to even consider what we are going to do. But it must be 
done. It must. What was happening to Abigail was an injustice he could 
not stomach. Nor did he wish to stand in Valroy’s legions while they 
swept over Tir n’Aill and destroyed all. 

Anfar bowed his head to the three in attendance. Perin was not 
surprised to see who had come to their secret meeting. Lord Bayodan, 
the sleeve of his coat pinned up to reveal his missing left arm. Cruinn, 
who resembled ice in their snowy surroundings. And there, grinning 
wide, was the madman and spymaster. 

Correction. There were not three others standing in the clearing. 

There were four. 

A small hearth elf stood behind Puck, wringing her hands. Her 
cloak was stained with flour at the edges, and she looked hysterically 
out of place. Perin furrowed his brow. 

What in the name of Leviathan’s left testicle was a Seelie hearth elf 
doing here? 

Probably about the same as a foolish ex-sailor turned selkie. 

He smiled faintly at the woman. Her round face was pinched up in 
nervousness, her dark mop of curls stuffed unevenly behind the hood 
of her green cloak. But she still smiled, wary as it was, back at him. 

They shared the fact that they were both deeply out of their league 
and had no business being there, yet “there” was where they were, all 
the same. He felt an instant sympathy for the woman. 

Puck stretched, his back audibly popping as he did. “Well! Now we 
are all gathered. Those of us who are needed to stop this shit-show 
from taking place.” 

Bayodan stroked his beard thoughtfully. “Have you been to see 
her?” 

“Nope.” Robin Goodfellow sighed. “He’s hidden her, even from me. 
I can tell you she’s in the Maze, but I can’t tell you where.” He folded 
his arms over his chest. “Pisses me off.” 

Cruinn frowned and hugged the arm of their mate. “The armies are 
amassing. Valroy has told them we march within a few days’ time. 
There is no stopping him now.” Cruinn sighed and looked over to the 
house elf. “Uri, what of the Seelie?” 

After stammering for a solid minute and glancing around as if the 
darkness itself would come forward to eat her, Uri managed to 
swallow down her fear enough to speak. “We gather as much as we 
can. But the lords and ladies bicker about who should lead, with 
Abigail absent. They...do not know how to free her.” 

“Do they even wish to free her?” Anfar shook his head. 

“Y—yes, they do. They know they need her, whether or not they 
like it.” Uri pulled her cloak around herself, glancing at the woods 


around her once more. “Someone needs to knock their heads together 
to get our army organized. That is all.” 

“T highly suggest you find someone to do it,” Bayodan replied. “For 
if you do not rally, I fear our forces shall destroy yours without 
flinching.” 

“They shall do so anyway!” Uri cringed and shook her head. “What 
is the point in even trying? Valroy cannot be stopped. There is not a 
single one amongst us who can stand against him.” 

“Oh, there is.” Puck sighed. “But she’s chained up in a hole 
somewhere. No, kiddos, if we want to save the world—we have to free 
Abigail.” 

Anfar’s shoulders slumped, and he ran his hand over his face. Perin 
put a hand on his back, doing his best to support his friend and lover, 
even if there was not much else he could do. He certainly was not 
going to speak up and say shit. 

“And how do you propose we do that, spymaster?” Bayodan 
arched a dark eyebrow. “We vowed to protect her, and we stay true to 
our promises. But we must find her before we can free her.” 

“Then that is what we must do.” Anfar’s tone sounded so... 
defeated. So empty. “We must defy Valroy. We must betray him.” He 
went silent for a moment and shook his head. “I must betray him.” 

Perin stepped up to his side. “No, Anfar...we can find another way, 
we—” 

“There is no other way.” Anfar’s hands clenched into fists. “Think. 
Bayodan and Cruinn are known traitors. They will not be allowed to 
walk the Maze without scrutiny. If Puck cannot find her, then she is 
hidden deep within his labyrinth. We are certainly not going to send 
the Seelie elf.” He paused. “No offense.” 

Uri snorted. “None taken, believe me.” 

Perin did not miss Anfar’s ghost of a smile before he let out 
another breath and looked up at the stars and moon overhead. “No. It 
shall be me. I am the only one he will not question wandering his 
home.” 

“T shall go with you.” Perin shifted his hand to Anfar’s and held it 
tightly. “We shall go together. He will think it romantic, perhaps, and 
leave us be.” 

Anfar let out a huff of a laugh. “You are probably right.” 

“Once you find her, you will summon us.” Bayodan smirked. “I 
believe I know a way to delay him long enough for Abigail to assume 
command.” 

“Good. So, it’s settled.” Puck cupped his hands in front of his face 
and blew into them. “Anfar is gonna sneak around the Maze to find 
Abigail. Then he’ll let the rest of us in. She takes over the Seelie army, 
and...” He paused. “And then what?” 


Silence reigned for a moment, before Anfar broke it. He turned 
from the gathering and began to walk to the woods. He would not 
want to waste time—and there was no time to waste, after all. 

With one word, he said what they were all thinking. 

“War.” 


ABIGAIL POKED at the stew Valroy had brought her with a spoon. She 
eyed it narrowly, swirling the bits of vegetables in a broth that he had 
thrown together for her. It was not that it was bad, per se. It was 
that...no. No, it was bad. 

“What is it?” He smirked. He had lit a fire in the center of the 
alcove, and while she did not seem to mind the cold in the slightest, it 
was nice to be warm. 

“Well...” She did not know how to say it. She took a bite of the 
stew and thought it over for another few moments. “You are a terrible 
cook.” 

Valroy cackled in laughter and reclined beside her, propping 
himself up on his elbows. “First, I did not cook it. I would not know 
what to do with a kitchen if I owned one. Second, we are Unseelie. I 
have asked them to prepare food without meat. I believe it rather 
shattered their view of reality as we know it.” 

She smirked. “It needs seasoning. Any seasoning. And it is largely 
the same for flora as it is for fauna. A little salt and pepper goes a long 
way.” She shrugged. But it was food, and she would eat it, even if it 
did taste like water and clumps of squash and potatoes. It kept her 
stomach from growling as much as it seemed intent on doing. 

When she had enough of the boiled goods, she set the bowl aside 
and turned her attention to the fire, watching the flames dance as they 
consumed the wood. 

“Join me, Abigail. My love.” He took her hand in his and kissed 
her fingers. “Please...” 

“You know I cannot. No matter how it hurts me to deny you. Nor 
will I ever agree to do so, and you know this.” 

“T do.” He shifted, moving to sit beside her, and pulled her into his 
arms. She did not resist, and indeed rested her head upon his 
shoulder. “Then, let us bargain.” 

She groaned. “Not another game, Valroy.” 

“Of course! Always another game.” He kissed the top of her head. 
“Will you hear my proposal, mighty Seelie Queen?” 

She sighed. She knew it would not be a good deal, no matter what 
it was. And it would likely be one that she would have no choice but 
to go along with. “What is your proposal, Unseelie King?” 


“T shall spare Tir n’Aill my wrath for a thousand years. Your peace 
between our people shall be reinstated. I shall free you from your 
chains.” He held her just a little tighter. “If not my reach.” 

It was all too good to be true. “And what do you receive in 
exchange?” 

“Earth. The human world. We shall invade it together, you and I— 
and we shall remake the Isle as it once was. A wild and pure land, as 
the Tuatha De Danann created it so long ago. We shall restore it to the 
days when Dagda and the Morrigan reigned. The humans and their 
inventions will be driven back.” The desperation in his voice somehow 
shattered her heart. 

“What of the humans who live there?” 

“They shall be given a chance to flee. And those who do not...well, 
they shall become our toys, as was the old way. You shall be queen of 
the Isle, and I shall be its king.” 

“And your wars?” There is always a catch. 

“My war against the Seelie shall wait for a thousand years. And as 
for the humans?” He shrugged. “Destroying their precious cities shall 
be enough for me. I shall whet my blades upon their soldiers as they 
stand against the tide of vines that will return their pathetic world to 
the dirt and soil.” He chuckled. “Come, do you not think it would be 
fun?” 

“No.” She laughed with him, though she did not know why. The 
notion was ridiculous, perhaps. “It does not sound like fun. I do not 
delight in death and mayhem.” 

“I know. It’s a shame. But I am working hard to change it. 
Someday you will stand in a field of blood and bone and laugh in 
triumph. I know it.” He lowered his head to her shoulder and playfully 
bit at the tender flesh. 

It made her squeak, and she slapped her palm against his chest in 
protest. But they were both smiling when he relented, even if it did 
quickly fade. “Oh, Valroy...I am so sorry.” 

“Whatever for, my love?” 

“That I am not the bloodthirsty monster you wish me to be.” She 
shut her eyes. “That I cannot say yes to this design you have upon the 
universe. That I cannot stand beside you in this.” 

He pulled her into his lap, sitting sideways across his thighs, and 
wrapped his arms around her once more, before draping a wing 
around them for good measure. He kissed her cheek before resting his 
forehead against her temple. “I would not ask you to be anything but 
what you are. I love you more than I can put into words, my little 
witch. My Seelie. My queen. My adversary. If I want you to love me as 
I truly am, how could I do anything but give you the same respect?” 

He placed his hand over her heart, spreading his fingers wide. His 


black nails looked so sharp with their contrast against her pale skin. 
“No, Abigail Moore. Fight me. Swear at me. Strike me. Stand against 
me at every opportunity. See my plans undone, and my forces laid low 
at your onslaught. I shall rejoice in every second of it.” 

“Then let me go, and you shall see it done.” 

He chuckled. “Someday.” 

“Can you even fathom how mind-numbingly frustrating you are?” 
She turned her head to shoot him a glare. “Can you even begin to 
wrap your own thick skull about it?” 

“Yes. I can.” He grinned. “And you love it. Do not pretend 
otherwise.” 

It was true. She did. Something about the urge to smack him 
senseless was endearing, though she knew that was madness. She 
grunted and gave up that line of reasoning. “Let me go, Valroy. I 
cannot let you destroy Tir n’Aill or Earth. And I fear what will become 
of me if you do.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Do not leave me here, chained to this place, with nothing to do 
but wait for your recounting of how many dead you have placed upon 
pikes in celebration.” She cringed and bit back the tears that stung 
and threatened to fall. No. She would cry later, when there was 
something worth crying over. For now, he had done nothing but 
offend her. And she had cried enough for herself for several centuries, 
as far as she could figure. 

“T will do more than recount tales of battle.” His hand slipped to 
her thigh. She slapped it, and he relented. “Come, now...think of how 
much fun we will have, with you being my spoil of war? How I can 
punish you, play with you, bring you to such heights...” 

“At what cost?” She slipped her hand into his and held it. Mostly 
to keep him from putting it places it ought not go at the moment. 
“When the time comes to take this damnable collar from my neck, 
what shall walk out of here, knowing the world she returns to is dead 
and gone, and that she has failed in the task set before her?” 

Valroy snarled and shifted, putting her back on the ground in order 
to stand and walk to the other side of the fire. She stayed there, naked 
and uncaring for her state of being, and watched him pace before her. 

“And what would you have me do?” His tone lifted into a shout as 
he paced, his teeth bared as he grimaced through his words. “Would 
you have me surrender myself instead? One of us must burn upon the 
pyre, Abigail! One of us must be destroyed for the other to persist!” 

She recoiled as he kicked one of the burning logs, sending it flying 
across the alcove to smash against the far wall, cinders falling in its 
wake. She did not dare speak. 

“T am what I am! And I am the death and ruin of this world. I am 


the Unseelie King! And this was all that I was ever meant to be! I was 
put here to end this place. And I shall see it done. No matter how 
much it shatters my heart for what it shall do to you.” 

“Valroy, I...” 

“No!” He rounded on her, his wings spreading wide with a crack. “I 
will love whatever crawls out of this place, broken in soul as it may 
be. I will love you, no matter what becomes of you. No matter the 
shape the Morrigan gives you, or what the gods might task you with. 
Be you worms, or flies, or trees, my heart is yours.” He was nearly 
shaking in his fury. “But I shall see my work be done, Abigail Moore. 
Mark my words. This world shall burn. And if all I have left of you 
when it cools is the ashes of the woman I love, then so be it!” 

She was not surprised when he disappeared a moment later. 

Nor was she shocked when she began to cry. 

But the tears were not for her. 

No. 

The tears were for him. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Anfar pulled on his coat, adjusting the thick collar and lapels. It had 


been a long time since he had worn it. One, he had not felt the need. 
Two, he never went out into the Maze in the Winter season. It was 
deeply unpleasant for someone whose body temperature was closer to 
that of a lizard’s than a human’s. 

But now he had a reason. 

Perin was sitting on the cot, smiling at him, in such a way that it 
made Anfar nervous that he had done something foolish. 

“What?” He looked down at himself. Nothing seemed out of place. 

“You look like quite the captain.” Perin chuckled. 

“I am no such thing.” He focused his attention on the buttons of his 
sleeve. Two were missing. The black fabric of the coat was worn and 
tattered in places, gashed in others. He did not know why he bothered 
tucking one of the brass buttons through its matching slot. 

“Oh, come, now. You would make a fantastic captain.” 

“T would not.” He turned from the room and headed out the door. 
Perin was close behind him as he motioned his hand toward the 
ground, opening up a surface of water that was as dark as pitch. It 
would bring them deep into the Maze. 

“Why not?” Perin nudged his elbow with his. 

“I do not know how to sail.” Anfar took a step into the liquid, 
diving deep into the substance. He knew Perin would follow him. 
When he climbed out the other side, he took a moment to study their 
new surroundings. Yes, it had taken them far into the strange, forever- 
shifting forest and world of the dark labyrinth that Valroy called 
home. 

Precisely where in that forever-shifting forest, he did not know. 

Though it truly did not matter. 

“You do not know how to sail?” Perin grunted as he hauled himself 
out of the hole, brushing off some of the water that gathered on his 
arms. “Truly?” He chuckled at the notion. 

Anfar smirked, amused despite his better inclinations as they 
struck off walking down the path in front of them. “Why would I 
know how to sail a ship?” 

“Because you are Anfar, son of Leviathan.” 

“T eat them. I do not stand atop them.” Anfar pulled the lapels of 
his coat closer to himself. He had taken it from a ship’s captain a long 
time ago. He had simply liked the look of it, and it seemed like an 


expensive piece that would help keep him warm in the cold weather. 

He did truly hate the cold. 

Perhaps I shall visit the warmer seas this year. Perhaps I will take him 
with me, and we might Summer on a rock in the far ocean. Yes, it did 
sound like a wonderful time, now that he thought about it. 

Perin paused for a moment then shook his head. “I truly should 
learn to think before I speak.” 

Anfar chuckled and paid the selkie a smile. “I enjoy it when you 
speak.” 

“For that, I am glad, lest I would have been eaten by now.” Perin 
laughed. 

“Absolutely.” Anfar’s smile lingered on his face longer than usual. 
That was starting to become more common in the presence of the 
selkie. There was not happiness in his heart—not yet. But it was 
coming close. Perhaps once all this nonsense was concluded, he might 
allow himself to truly enjoy the peace of the other man’s company. 

He laughed quietly. 

“What?” Perin fell in step beside him. 

“I was simply thinking how much I am looking forward to having 
all this business finished. Then I realized how foolish that was.” 

The selkie sighed. “I certainly hope it isn’t foolish. Because I am 
ready to scream. How do you put up with this all the time?” 

Anfar shrugged. “Valroy is as close to a brother as I will ever have. 
For better or worse. For all his callous behavior, for all his bull-headed 
stupidity, he is fiercely loyal to those who show such loyalty to him.” 

Perin’s expression fell, clearly reading the inference in Anfar’s 
statement. Valroy was not the kind to double-cross and betray. He was 
not the kind to backstab or betray the confidence of others. No. He 
would take up armies to protect those he called friend. 

Too bad so very few people ever paid him the same courtesy in 
return. 

Long ago, Anfar had vowed—mostly to himself—to never fall 
victim to the same inclinations that overcame even the king’s most 
staunch supporters. He would never betray Valroy, but simply speak 
his displeasure to his face. 

Even if it meant violence. 

Especially when it meant violence. 

But here he was. Doing exactly the thing he had sworn never to do. 
To sneak about behind Valroy’s back and seek to undo the plans of his 
pseudo-cousin. What else was there to do? He saw no other way 
forward that did not spell wrack and ruin for everyone, Seelie and 
Unseelie alike. 

“How, exactly, is all this supposed to work?” Perin kept his voice 
down, knowing there might be goblins or bogles in the woods, 


listening to them. And the hordes of the Maze answered the call of 
their master blindly. 

Anfar shrugged. “We find her. From there, it is up to the 
spymaster, I assume.” 

“But we cannot simply...Valroy will notice.” 

“A distraction is needed. And I trust that lunatic to think of 
something.” Anfar felt no love for Robin Goodfellow. None 
whatsoever. But there was instead a healthy amount of respect for the 
madman. Anfar knew when he did not wish to tangle with someone 
and felt no need to prove his own strength or value against Puck. 

It would likely end up with a lot of blood spilt on both sides and 
would accomplish absolutely nothing in the end. No, let the spymaster 
scheme and play his games. Anfar would have none of it. 

“How do we plan to find her? This place is...it’s not exactly 
predictable. There is no point in attempting to walk there.” 

“T know.” Anfar felt his mood sinking to the bottom of the ocean 
like a paper boat in a rainstorm. 

“So, what...what is our plan?” Perin walked closer to him, pulling 
his own coat tight. He was wearing a wool coat under his pelt, but the 
man still looked freezing. Anfar wished there was something he could 
do to help the matter, but it was not like he had any warm touches to 
give. “This is impossible.” 

“No. It isn’t.” He almost wished it was. 

“Then...” 

“Wait.” 

Perin obediently fell silent. They walked through the trees in 
silence, with nothing but the crunch of snow beneath their feet. Anfar 
did not enjoy wearing shoes—neither did Perin—but Winter 
demanded it. Neither of them was well suited for the cold. After this, I 
will find a hot spring and a bottle of rum and stay there for a week. 

They did not need to wait long. Valroy was, if nothing else, 
remarkably predictable. And Anfar knew him well. 

“Going for a picnic?” 

Perin went rigid as the voice cut through the silence of the Winter 
woods. Anfar shut his eyes and braced himself for what was to follow. 
I am sorry, Valroy. I truly am. Turning to face the sound, he found 
Valroy perched on top of a rock as if he had been sitting there for 
hours. He had a lopsided, pleased grin on his face, as if he had caught 
Anfar doing something sordid. 

“No.” Anfar kept his tone flat. It was not hard to do. 

Valroy chuckled and slipped from the rock, walking up to them 
with all the confidence in the world. “Now, now. No need to be shy. 
Hello, Perin.” 

“H—hello, my king.” Perin stared down at his shoes, his fingers 


twitching as if wishing to grab his boarding saber. He shoved them 
into his pockets. 

Valroy chuckled at the man’s obvious fear before turning his 
attention back to Anfar. “Might we speak in private, cousin?” He 
jerked his head down the path. “Then I shall return you to the 
company of your friend.” 

Anfar nodded once before following Valroy a dozen paces away. 
Far enough that Perin would not overhear them. Though he did not 
know why the king bothered, he did not argue. 

Valroy turned to him and abruptly wrapped his arms around him 
in an embrace. Anfar’s eyes went wide in shock at the sudden 
movement, standing tense and unsure for a second before hesitantly 
returning the gesture. 

“Congratulations.” Valroy pulled away and instead rested his 
hands on Anfar’s shoulders. “I am so very, very happy for you.” There 
was true tenderness in the king’s glowing blue eyes. “It has been long 
overdue. He cares for you, that is clear.” 

“T will do my best not to ruin it.” 

Valroy laughed, grinning. “That is the Anfar I know and love.” 
Dropping his hands from Anfar’s shoulders, he wrapped his wings 
around himself like a cape. “Regardless, I am here to wish you all my 
best, you soggy, sentient clump of seaweed.” 

Anfar sighed. 

It only made Valroy laugh harder. When his amusement calmed, 
he glanced over to Perin. “Why are you two here?” 

“You know why.” 

It was Valroy’s turn to sigh, all amusement in his expression 
vanishing. “I suppose I do, Anfar.” 

“You will not free her. This I know. I will not waste my breath.” 
He shook his head. “But I know what she must be enduring.” 

“Do you?” Valroy snickered. “I suppose you have had a taste of it 
yourself of late.” He jabbed a sharp claw into Anfar’s chest. 

He resisted the urge to smack the other man. Barely. “Valroy. You 
have taken the Seelie Queen prisoner.” 

“She is my queen.” 

“Which still gives you no right to hold her against her will.” 

“T thought you were not here to convince me to free her.” Valroy’s 
lips twisted into a sneer. 

“I simply mean to say that I know she suffers. We wish to comfort 
her.” Anfar met Valroy’s glare as the other man tried to bore through 
his pure black eyes to the truth within. 

He would not find it. 

Anfar was not a practiced liar. Nor did he need to be. For what he 
said was entirely true. “We are not here to free her.” 


Taking in a deep breath, Valroy held it for a long moment, and 
then exhaled it in one word. “Fine. Come. If you wish to see her...I 
will allow it.” He turned from Anfar and gestured his hand into the air 
before him. The ground shuffled and rumbled, and trees shifted and 
grew into a strange, curling gateway, jagged branches like sharp 
fingernails stretching and winding together. 

And that space led to another area of the Maze. One even Anfar 
did not recognize. It looked like a ruined castle, stacked stone walls 
collapsed or overgrown. Windows and ceiling joists long rotted away. 

“Tell me, Perin,” Valroy called over to the other man, causing the 
selkie to jolt in fear, “do you know how to make vegetable stew?” 

“Y—yes?” 

“Properly. As the humans do.” 

“T believe so?” Perin blinked. “Why?” 

“Good.” Valroy sniffed dismissively and walked through the gate, 
leading them into the strange, ruined structure. “Perhaps you can 
cheer her mood.” 

Anfar followed behind the Unseelie King, eyeing his surroundings 
warily. He thought he had seen all that the Maze had to offer. All the 
nightmarish realms that dwelled within it. But no—it seemed there 
were some portions of the sentient monster that even he had yet to 
experience. 

Valroy led them through a series of twists and turns, much like a 
human puzzle might take shape. Anfar tried to keep count of how 
many lefts and rights they took, but it was pointless. We may need to 
escape this place in a hurry. And he will not let us travel by magic if he 
does not wish it. 

Left, right, right, left, straight, left... 

It would only be a matter of time before Valroy learned of the true 
reason Anfar and Perin had come to see Abigail. It would only be a 
matter of hours—minutes, even—before they would suffer the wrath 
of the Unseelie King. 

Anfar could only pray that Perin was spared the worst of it. Anfar 
could heal quickly and was accustomed to pain. But the selkie? 

No. 

He would die before he let the ex-sailor come to harm. 

Right, right, left, left, straight, seemingly doubling back, but not... 

They came to an alcove, surrounded on three sides by impassable 
stone walls and covered in a dusting of snow. 

And there, chained to a thick iron loop in the wall, and collared 
about the neck, was Abigail. 

Anfar’s eyes went wide. 

Not because the woman was nude, sitting atop a fur blanket and 
wearing another one around her, sitting close to an idly crackling fire. 


But because she had changed. Pale as ice, with blue mottling her 
skin where green had once been. The season had become that of frost 
and snow, and now she had done the same. Was it because she was 
now queen? 

He had never seen anything like it. Some sprites were known to 
disguise their shapes to match the season, but he did not think that 
was what Abigail was doing. 

Valroy clicked his tongue and turned from the entrance. “I will 
fetch you a pot and ingredients, Perin.” He vanished. 

At the sound of his voice, Abigail looked up, wary and confused at 
first. Then joy and happiness as she recognized them. “Anfar! Perin!” 
She shot to her feet and ran toward them, the heavy metal links of 
chain dragging across the stone. When she reached the edge, she let 
out a small hurk and laughed, sad as it was. “Now I know how Puck 
must have felt.” 

Perin rushed forward, gathering Abigail up in a hug, lifting her off 
her feet in his exuberance. “Are you all right? Gods, Abigail, I am so 
very sorry...” 

“T am fine. This blasted collar itches like you would not believe, 
and I very much need to be free of this place. But I am fine.” Abigail 
returned the embrace. “All things considered.” She pushed up on her 
toes to kiss Perin on the cheek. “It is so wonderful to see you both, 
though the circumstances are quite terrible.” 

Anfar stepped forward and examined the iron links. They would 
not be difficult to break. “We do not have long before Valroy returns.” 

“Yeah, yeah, cool your tits, lizard-lips.” Puck appeared suddenly 
beside him, blinking into existence with such suddenness that it made 
all three of them jolt. “Hey, boss! Oooh, sexy frosty lady.” Puck ran 
over to hug her, snickering. “It’s a tit nipply out, isn’t it?” 

Abigail laughed in relief, even as she shook her head in confusion. 
“T still do not understand what you are saying.” 

“Doesn’t matter!” Puck grinned over to Anfar. “Squidward here got 
me in. Now it’s time to get you out.” 

“But...how?” Abigail blinked. 

“T am not a squid,” Anfar interjected, glaring at Puck. It only made 
the mad spy cackle. 

“Easy-peasy, lemon-squeezy. Well. No. Not really. This might get 
us all killed. What fun!” Puck walked a few paces away from Abigail 
and over to a wall. Taking his finger, he drew a symbol in the snow 
that had gathered there, barely covering the surface. Then he knocked 
on the center of the symbol three times. 

Magic. Black magic. Which meant only one thing. Sure enough, the 
stone opened as though it were a door that had been there all along. 

Lord Bayodan and Cruinn. The shapeshifter ran forward, hugging 


Abigail tightly. Bayodan followed, though his greeting to the Seelie 
Queen was merely the pat of his only remaining hand atop her garnet 
hair. 

Now the traitors were all gathered. 

And the trouble could officially begin. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


Abigail could not quite wrap her mind around what she was seeing. 


Anfar, Perin, Puck, Cruinn, Bayodan...they were all here. They had all 
come to free her. She wrapped her arms around Cruinn, hugging them 
tight, and knew if Valroy caught any of her friends, it would spell the 
end of their lives. 

Or worse. 

“You need to go. If he finds you here, I will not be able to stop 
him.” She reached for Anfar’s hand, and the sea monster took it, 
hesitantly allowing her to pull him into an embrace. 

“No, Abigail.” Anfar held her, before placing a kiss to her temple. 
“We shall not leave. Not until you are set free.” 

Puck was already fiddling with the collar around her neck, a pair 
of odd-looking, crooked tools digging into the lock that held it shut. 
“Don’t worry. I have a plan!” 

“Why does that terrify me, Puck?” Abigail tilted her head away, 
wincing as he tugged on her hair by accident. “Ow.” 

“Sorry! Sorry.” He went back to work, squinting one eye as he kept 
tinkering with the lock. 

When it was clear he was not going to inform her of what the plan 
actually was, she turned her attention to Bayodan. “How is your arm?” 

He smiled faintly. “It gives me no pain. Merely inconvenience. I 
shall adapt.” 

“You'll have a harder time adapting when Valroy comes back and 
rips all our heads off.” Perin was staring at the entrance to the alcove, 
his hand on the hilt of a boarding saber that was strapped to his side. 
As if the sword would stop the Unseelie King. 

But it was the thought that counted, she supposed. 

“Hold your horses, seal pup.” Puck twisted the tool. The lock 
clicked, and she felt it release. “Tah-dah!” 

“Oh, gods, thank you.” She scratched at her skin, rubbing the sore 
spots, feeling the relief of the constant burning sensation leaving her. 
She knew she was not supposed to say it. But she did not rightfully 
care at that moment. 

He chuckled and squeezed her tight. “I won’t ever say no to saving 
a beautiful naked woman.” Pushing away, he clapped his hands once. 
“All right! Time to go. Cruinn, you know the drill. Abby, you’re with 
me and Bayodan until the rest falls into place. Anfar, Perin, just play 
stupid.” Puck pinched Perin’s cheek. “Which shouldn’t be too hard for 


you, will it, baby boy?” 

When Anfar growled and swiped at Puck, the trickster vanished in 
a blink, laughing like the lunatic he was. 

Perin just rubbed his cheek. “I want to go home.” 

Abigail could firmly get behind that sentiment. She shook her 
head. “He will sense me if I attempt to leave through the roots of the 
Maze. He will likely sense me, no matter what.” 

“And that is why I am here.” Bayodan placed his heavy hand atop 
her shoulder. “I can obscure you. But you are right. Until he is 
distracted and gone from the Maze, we must travel out by foot.” 

“You...” She hesitated, finding herself suddenly unwilling to tell 
them the truth. You do not understand. He is never gone from the Maze. 
He is the Maze. But what she had learned was a secret. A deep secret, 
and one that Valroy trusted her with. 

She bit it all back. No. She would not tell them. Not yet. “Do you 
have a plan to draw him from the Maze?” 

“In short? Yes.” Bayodan sighed. “In detail, we may discuss it once 
we are gone.” 

Cruinn stepped up to her, their glassy exterior shining in the 
moonlight. They studied her for a moment, placing a cool and smooth 
finger to her lips. “You truly are so beautiful.” 

She felt her cheeks go warm at their words, and she smiled. “Be 
careful, Cruinn. Please.” 

“Oh, we will.” They kissed her cheek, and as they pulled away, she 
was staring at a picture-perfect replica of herself. Cruinn chuckled, her 
voice matching hers just as flawlessly. “Would you mind so terribly if 
we distracted him first?” They winked at her. 

Abigail laughed quietly and shook her head. “I do not think I 
would mind. But I think he very much would, once he discovered the 
truth.” 

“Hm. You are right. Besides, we do not think we could mimic your 
skill and vigor, regardless.” They scooped up the iron collar and, 
slipping it around their neck, clicked the lock shut. “We might still be 
tempted to try.” They wrinkled their nose, looking so very much like 
her own reflection, and scratched at their skin beneath the iron loop. 
“Bastard thing.” 

Taking Cruinn’s face in her hands, she pulled them in for a kiss. It 
felt so strange, kissing herself. But she shut her eyes and reminded 
herself who it was that she was bidding farewell to. When she parted, 
she took their hands in hers and placed another kiss to their fingers. 
“Do not let this be goodbye, Cruinn. Do not.” 

“We will do our very best.” They smiled and stroked their fingers 
over her cheek. “Now, go, silly girl. The Seelie need you.” 

With a nod, she turned and walked from them, staying close to 


Bayodan. She forced away her tears, though she had to swipe at her 
eyes just in case. She did not look back at Cruinn, Anfar, or Perin. 

For she did not want to think about the high chance she would 
never see any combination of them ever again. 

“Do not fret, Seelie Queen.” Bayodan placed his hand on her 
shoulder. She looked up and watched in fascination as the pure red 
eyes that he kept hidden opened. Three on his forehead in an arc, and 
one beneath each of his normal eyes. She could not sense the magic he 
worked over them, but she knew it would be enough to hide them 
from Valroy. 

“T think it is perfectly acceptable to fret, thank you.” 

He smirked. “It is. And yes, some may lose their lives. It is unlikely 
we shall all survive what is to come. But we know the risk. We 
understand the price we will pay.” His grasp tightened just slightly on 
her shoulder. 

She summoned clothes for herself, realizing finally that she was, in 
fact, strolling around entirely naked. 

He chuckled. “And we are willing to pay for what we will gain.” 

“What we will gain is a very furious Unseelie King in short order.” 
She sighed. “But...you are right. He needs to be stopped at any cost.” 

“Remember those words when you experience the losses that may 
follow, love.” 

She nodded once and fell silent. Bayodan seemed to know where 
he was going. Or perhaps it did not yet matter. For until Valroy was 
suitably distracted, they could wander in circles with no means of 
escape. 

And even then? 

She was not so certain any of them would ever return from the 
Maze. 


PERIN HELD his breath as Valroy returned, a pot of water and a cloth 
bag filled with vegetables in his hands. The Unseelie King put the pot 
of water over the fire, before tossing the bag onto the ground by 
Perin’s feet and making a gesture as if Perin was meant to just...get on 
with it. 

This is how I die. This is how I die. This is how I die. 

At least his current general terror would be mistaken for his 
normal general terror around Valroy. Digging through the bag, he 
found a mess of seasonings and random odds and ends. It gave him 
something to do. 

“You do not need to cook, Perin.” The false Abigail smiled. Cruinn 
was flawless in their interpretation of her, and it was almost jarring to 


watch. The shapeshifter was a phenomenal actor. 

“It is quite all right,” he murmured his response. “I prefer to do 
this than nothing at all.” And that was true. Left on his own, having to 
watch this uncanny scene play out before him, he would likely give it 
away. So...he kept his head down and did precisely what Valroy had 
ordered him to do. 

“As you can see, I have not harmed her. She is perfectly fine.” 
Valroy sat down beside his “wife” and stretched out. “If anything, we 
have enjoyed this little game of ours, haven’t we?” 

Cruinn-as-Abigail fixed their best glare at the king. 

It only made the king grin. He propped himself up on his elbows 
and let out a sigh, his mood fading. “It makes me happy to see you 
two together. I was worried Anfar would be my perennial third 
wheel.” 

Anfar’s hand tightened into a fist for a moment before slowly 
releasing. “Indeed.” 

False-Abigail’s face lit up in what Perin could only call honest and 
legitimate joy. “You two are lovers now?” 

“Yeah,” Perin murmured. “We are.” 

She beamed. “That is wonderful!” 

“Indeed. What a happy pair of couples we make, don’t we?” Valroy 
shook his head. 

Perin did not know the man well. He did not know as he wished to 
know the Unseelie King in any great detail. But even he could see 
there was a great unease over the whole moment. “Would you prefer 
that we go?” Please say yes. 

Valroy looked off through the entrance into the alcove, pondering 
his words. “No. Stay. Fix the meal, then you are dismissed. I believe 
Abigail will have little chance for visitors before long.” 

Silence fell over them like a cold fog. Every single one of them 
clearly knew the meaning behind his words. 

“When will you strike?” Anfar was the one brave enough to finally 
ask the question they were all wondering. 

“When the sun sets tomorrow. I will give the Seelie one more day 
of tranquility before I end them.” Valroy smiled, though it did not 
reach his eyes. “It shall be glorious. And you shall join me, won’t you, 
Anfar?” 

The sea monster shut his all-black eyes. “I do not agree with your 
war. I do not understand why you cannot simply be at peace with 
what you have. You wear the silver crown. You have a woman who 
loves you. But it is not enough for you.” 

“No. It is not.” Valroy sat up. “I was made to be this way. I was 
designed to be the destroyer. The ruin of two worlds, if not more.” He 
placed his palm over the circles inked onto his chest. “I cannot 


change.” 

“T believe you say that to bring yourself comfort, not because it is 
true.” Anfar lifted his head, watching the other man without any fear 
in his expression. If the sea beast worried he might anger the king and 
provoke him into violence, it did not show. 

Perin, meanwhile, was under no such inclination and went about 
slicing the vegetables and making the stew. The world was ending, 
and his friends and lover might be on the brink of destruction. Two 
worlds of innocent souls balanced on the edge of a blade. 

And he was making gods-damned fucking vegetable stew. 

“You would have me forsake my very nature, Anfar. You would 
have me take all that I am and cram it into a glass bottle, simply so it 
does not upset the balance of the world you seek to keep.” Valroy 
sneered. “No, old friend. I shall do no such thing.” 

“I entreat you. Consider your actions. Find another way to sate 
your bloodlust. But walk away from these designs of war. The Seelie 
are our brethren, though we do not like to admit it.” Anfar took a step 
toward Valroy as he spoke. “Please, Valroy.” 

“And what do you have to give me for such a thing? What would I 
gain in return, if I agreed to rein my natural desires and deny the 
truth of my very soul?” The king arched an eyebrow. “Do tell.” 

“You would have the gratitude and love of all around you.” Anfar 
shook his head. “How many hundreds of years have you ranted at me 
how no one swears true fealty to you? How many friends do you have 
left, Valroy? Is this how you wish to live?” 

“No!” Valroy shot to his feet, his wings spreading. 

Perin struggled not to fall over into the fire and found his hands 
shaking as he went to slicing the potatoes. Cruinn, as Abigail, shrank 
away from Valroy in believable fear. 

“This is not how I wish to live. This is not how I wish to exist!” 
Something in the Unseelie King seemed to crack and shatter before 
Perin’s eyes, though he could not say what it was. “Do you think I 
wish to live my life loathed and hated? Looked at in disgust and 
horror by everyone save for her?” He pointed at the false Abigail. 
“And, in order to be true to myself, I must leave her chained like a 
beast, lest she attempt to stop me? No, Anfar! I do not wish to live this 
way! 

Valroy’s wings slowly relaxed, though it was clear his temper had 
not. When he spoke again, his words were barely a hiss. “I have the 
opportunity now to have it all. My war. My love. And myself. I shall 
not give it up. It shall have to be pried out of my cold, dead hands.” 
He bared his teeth. “I shall ask you once again, Anfar of the Deep, Son 
of Leviathan, my cousin. Will you stand beside me?” 

Perin wondered if his heart had stopped beating, the emptiness in 


the air was that total. No one moved. No one dared even breathe. 

Anfar shut his eyes. “Yes.” 

“Good!” Valroy laughed. “Then what was all the trouble for? You 
are so melodramatic, old friend. Sit. Drink. Let us be friends.” 

And just like that, it was as though nothing had happened. 

It was as though it were only a dinner between companions. 

And all the while, he made the stew, and knew without a shadow 
of a doubt that everything was about to go very, very wrong. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Valroy never considered himself a good actor. He had never once 


ever truly tried. He left those kinds of games to others better suited for 
the role. 

But here he was, eating dinner with “friends,” pretending all was 
well. And that he was not on the brink of destroying the world. 

It will be glorious. You will all see. My world will be better. Free of the 
tricks and lies of the Seelie. Free of the destructive and selfish human race. 
My darkness will spread, and all will be simple. Then, there shall be peace. 

As pleasant as he supposed it was to sit and make idle conversation 
with Anfar and Perin, it also riddled him with uncertainty. He wanted 
them gone. He had a great deal of work to see to, arranging his armies 
and readying them for attack. 

And poor Abigail looked as though she might cry at any moment. 
He wanted to hold her. To tell her it was going to be all right. To kiss 
her until she smiled again. Truly smiled. Not one that was marred 
with the sadness and the agony of her situation. 

But he did not know that he could do anything of the sort. Not 
without setting her free. And that...that, he could not do. 

The end of all his work, all his scheming, all his master plans. War 
would come, and he would win. And then he could finally allow 
himself to be happy and embrace what he had earned. 

Only one question remained—would Abigail love him when all 
was said and done? 

He supposed he would find out. 

Dinner finished, and he was glad to see Anfar and Perin leave. He 
bid them farewell, as did Abigail, and he watched as the two men 
walked from the alcove and headed into the winding corridors of his 
home. Anfar would create one of his inky portals to see themselves 
out, he was certain. 

Abigail sank to the fur blankets he had piled up by the fire. She 
pulled one up around herself, looking as though she were fighting the 
urge to be sick. 

“Was his cooking that bad?” Valroy sat down next to her. 

“No. Well. It could have been worse.” Abigail smiled at him, but it 
once more did not seem to touch her eyes. 

“Indeed. It could have been mine again.” He wrapped an arm 
around her and pulled her close, leaning down to kiss her cheek. “I am 
sorry, little witch. But tell me...tell me you understand why this needs 


to be. Why I must hold you here as my prisoner.” 

“You fear that if I were free, I would stand against you.” 

“Yes.” 

“And what would happen then?” She looked up at him, ice-blue 
eyes flicking between his as she searched for her own answer in his 
expression. “What would happen if I fought against you?” 

“Tt does not matter. For it will not come to pass.” He turned his 
attention to the fires, watching the flames flicker and dance. “I will 
protect you.” 

“From yourself?” 

“Yes.” He smirked. “Especially from myself.” 

It was astonishing how little things, so easily overlooked, tended to 
build up over time. That if something was wrong, or out of place, it 
might go unnoticed at first. But then, like the creep of the dawn’s 
early light, he began to see it for what it was. 

He furrowed his brow. 

Turning Abigail’s head toward his, he watched. And waited. 

The breath that left her lips turned to mist. 

Like the crack of lightning, rage snapped over him in an instant. 

Just as blinding. 

Just as deadly. 

And just as unforgiving. 

Abigail smirked. 

He roared in rage. 

“Cruinn!” 


ABIGAIL FROZE as she felt the world around her...shift. Nothing 
moved physically. There was no rumble from the earth beneath her 
feet or shiver in the branches of the trees around her. But she grabbed 
Bayodan’s wrist and stopped him all the same. 

It was as though something had plucked a nerve in her body. The 
Maze was angry. 

“He knows,” she whispered. “Oh, gods, he knows.” 

Bayodan pulled her into his side, wrapping his remaining arm 
around her. She watched as he turned his head up, his red and strange 
eyes moving in all different directions as if they had minds of their 
own. 

“That was faster than I had hoped.” Bayodan sighed. He let go of 
her to gesture his hand wide in an arc before him. A swirling black 
hole appeared in space, first as a tiny sliver, and then to a giant 
whirling void. “We must go. Come. Before he senses my magic.” 

“What about Anfar and Perin?” She swiveled to look behind her, 


but Bayodan was already pushing her toward the portal. “What about 
Cruinn?” 

“We split up so his odds of finding you were slimmer. That is all. 
Now, come, my queen.” 

And with another push, she staggered through the portal. 

And her heart broke for her friends. And hoped that was all that 
would be damaged before the night’s end. 

But she doubted it very much. 

When she reappeared, she found herself in a grassy field, with a 
looming wall of foreboding trees a hundred or two paces away. The 
edge of the Maze. She had never seen it from the outside, and she 
looked at the twisted, gnarled branches and thorny shrubs and could 
not help but shudder. 

“Abigail!” 

She looked up and laughed at what she saw. Both at the humor of 
it, but also in relief. “Uri?” She could barely believe it. 

But there she was. The short, stout, smiling hearth elf sat perched 
atop a milking cow. She was wearing armor, and she was smiling as 
broad and wide as she ever had. And she was not alone. Standing with 
here were at least a hundred or more Seelie fae of every shape and 
color. Creatures made of vines, of light, of flesh and blood, and...yes, 
even one made entirely of bees. 

And all were ready for war. 

Led by Uri, of all people. 

“By the gods, what are you doing?” She ran to her friend. Uri 
climbed down from the cow, who was now trying to dutifully eat the 
frost and snow-covered grass. Abigail scooped up her friend and 
hugged her, lifting her clear from the ground. “What are you doing 
here?” 

“Helping you, of course! Oh, it’s so good to see you!” Uri clung to 
her before kissing her cheek. “It means we stand a chance. It means 
there is hope. Oh, Abigail!” 

She gently put down her friend and patted the side of the cow. 
“What a mighty steed you have.” 

The elf huffed. “I had to do my best on short notice, you know.” 

Abigail laughed and ruffled the woman’s mop of dark curls. “Of 
course. And I love you for it.” 

Bayodan let out a breath. “Children, as charming as this reunion 
is...I fear there is one more thing to do before we prepare ourselves 
for total war.” He gestured behind them toward the Maze. “That is, if 
you do wish to help Anfar and Perin.” 

“And how, precisely, are we supposed to do that?” Abigail arched 
an eyebrow. 

Bayodan smiled, his extra eyes slowly blinking shut and 


disappearing as if they were never there. “By causing a distraction, of 
course.” 


ANFAR KNEW the moment that they were in trouble. Unfortunately, it 
also came half a second before it was too late to do anything about it. 

A sharp-nailed hand grabbed him by the back of the head and 
rammed his face into a stone wall. The impact was followed by a 
second before he could push back against the attack, rounding against 
Valroy with his own nails, catching flesh and sending the Unseelie 
King staggering back a step. 

For there was no question who had done it, and though it took a 
second for him to blink his vision clear, there was no doubt in his 
mind that he was correct. And sure enough, there stood Valroy, in all 
his furious glory. 

“How dare you!” Valroy snapped his wings wide. “Traitor!” 

Anfar gestured his hand, summoning an inky black puddle of 
liquid for Perin to escape through. He would stall Valroy for as long as 
he could before— 

Nothing happened. He gestured again. Then he tried to change his 
shape to that of his true form. If he took the shape of a sea beast, even 
on land, Valroy would not be able to stop him. He sneered as he 
realized his magic was unusable, and his shape trapped as he was. 

Valroy merely laughed. A vicious sneer split his sharp features. 
“You fool. You utter idiot. You have lived here inside my Maze at my 
pleasure! You have no power here. I am the master of this place, and 
all who dwell within it!” His voice was almost a roar, and it seemed to 
shake the very trees around him. 

Anfar took a step away from his friend—former friend—and 
wondered if he had not sorely misjudged the man. Perin fell in step 
beside him, his boarding saber drawn, though they all knew the selkie 
would not stand a chance in battle. 

Anfar could only do all he could to ensure it did not come to that. 
“Valroy, calm yourself.” 

“You led them here. You led them all here! And now she is gone!” 
The king slammed his fist into the stone wall beside him, shattering 
the rock and sending bits of rubble raining to the ground by his feet. 
“You. You. My oldest friend. My only true ally. My brother, my cousin, 
my family. You turned your back on me!” 

It was only then that Anfar noticed the tears. 

The pain. 

The fear. 

Valroy was afraid. But of what? Not of him. Most assuredly not of 


him. Anfar posed the king no threat. 

“Valroy, please. Calm yourself. You know you could not keep her 
as your pet. She had to be set free. It was—” 

“Now she must die!” Valroy summoned a sword to his hand, black 
blade shining in the moonlight. “Now I must cut her down like I 
would have done to that whore Titania. Don’t you understand?” 

Something like ice ran down Anfar’s spine, and he shivered. “No. 
You—” 

“You all have left me no choice. This is your fault! She shall die by 
my hands. But not before I send you to greet the gods before her.” He 
pointed the tip of the blade at Anfar. “Ready yourself for death, old 
friend.” 

“No. Stop this. This is insanity!” Perin took half a step forward, but 
Anfar pushed him back with a gentle nudge of his arm. 

“Perin...” He turned the selkie to face him and, pulling the man’s 
head to his, kissed him gently. “I shall not watch you die. Stay out of 
this.” 

“T should peel his skin off and make you eat it, Anfar. I should 
make him scream. Or perhaps I will split open your entrails and let 
you die slowly and make you watch as I rape him, never knowing if I 
gave him the mercy of a clean death!” Valroy took another step 
toward them, readying for a fight. “But no. My final gift to you—my 
final act of love, Anfar, is this. He shall die after you.” 

Anfar supposed that was a small favor. 

He summoned his own sword and faced off against the Unseelie 
King. He did not know how long he would last in a fight against him. 
But he knew it would be violent, regardless. “What have you done to 
Cruinn?” 

Valroy sneered. “Returned them to that which they started from. I 
broke them into a hundred million pieces. Shattered them like the 
refuse that they are.” 

Cruinn was dead. 

Anfar let out a long breath. 

He was soon to follow. He would tell the shapeshifter of his grief 
in person in short order. “Very well, Valroy. If this is the path you 
have chosen, this is the path we shall walk together.” 

The Unseelie King laughed, low, and dark, and cruel. “My path has 
become a river of blood. And now, yours shall fill it.” 

Valroy lunged, and Anfar deflected the attack. The sound of metal 
on metal began as their dance unfolded. Perin stayed back. Anfar had 
not a second to think about the selkie, lest he be run through by the 
king’s obsidian sword. 

Valroy kicked Anfar’s ankle out from under him, sending Anfar 
pitching forward and staggering for his balance. The burning slash in 


his arm told him that he did not recover fast enough. He reeled, 
catching Valroy off guard, and paid him a nearly matching gash to his 
thigh. 

And so, they danced. 

Cousins. Family. Friends. 

There was no doubt in Anfar’s mind that Valroy would kill him. 
That there would not be a moment’s hesitation in the other man 
before he drove that blade through his neck and ended his life. 

But he took some solace in the tears that ran down Valroy’s face, 
unchecked and unnoticed. 

Some solace. But not much. 

It was Anfar’s sword that failed him first. It shattered, the blade 
splitting in two after a powerful swipe from Valroy. It was sent flying 
across the stone corridor, clattering to a stop on the stone floor of the 
corridor. 

Then came the punch to the face. 

And Anfar was down. 

“No!” 

Perin. 

The selkie jumped into the fray, doing his best to defend Anfar. But 
he was no match for Valroy, who picked him up by the front of the 
shirt and threw him into the wall with a heavy thud. 

Perin slid to the ground, his head rolling to the side. Unconscious. 
Perhaps dead. Anfar did not know. But it gave him enough time to get 
to his feet and drive the shattered hilt end of his sword into Valroy’s 
side. 

The man roared in pain, and with the swing of an arm, decked 
Anfar hard across the chin, sending him sprawling to the floor once 
more, stars exploding like white lights in his eyes. He groaned in pain 
and struggled to clear his vision. 

But yet again, he was too slow. 

Valroy was kneeling atop him, pinning his shoulders to the cold 
stone. He held Anfar’s shattered sword in his hand and lifted it above 
his head with both hands. The wound in his side was deep, but not 
enough to stop him. 

“Goodbye, cousin.” 

“Goodbye, Valroy.” 

Anfar shut his eyes. And waited for the pain. 


How dare they! 
Valroy did not wish to kill his friends. 
He did not wish to murder his cousin. His friend. His brother. 


But it was the only way forward. He lifted the blade above his 
head, ready to drive it down into the other man’s throat. Anfar would 
simply pave the path for the rest to follow him. Perin, Bayodan, Puck. 

Abigail. 

But before he could deliver the blow, something wrenched 
painfully in his heart. He gagged in pain and doubled over, the blade 
leaving his fingers and landing harmlessly on the ground. It felt as 
though someone had just torn out one of his ribs without a single 
incision. The pain was so visceral he nearly threw up. 

But he knew he would find no wound if he looked. The pain was 
not in this body. It was elsewhere. And he knew precisely who had 
done it. 

He grimaced, his lips peeling back in a feral, animalistic snarl. 

Abigail. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Abigail stood and watched as her Gle’Golun cut an enormous swath 


of carnage through the border of the Maze. She knew what she was 
doing—she knew who she was harming. And it broke her heart to do 
it. 

But there was too much at stake. 

The soldiers stood beside her, watching in what she knew was no 
small amount of fear, as she held her hands outstretched toward the 
woods. 

Iam sorry, my love. 

It did not take long for her “distraction” to do the trick. She heard 
a roar, not from anyone or anything, but from the Maze itself. A sound 
of fury that rumbled in the ground beneath her. The soldiers who 
stood beside her retreated a few steps, and she could not say she 
blamed them. For not a moment later, he arrived. 

Valroy. 

He swooped into the clearing her Gle’Golun had made, and with a 
powerful beat of his wings, landed heavily on the ground, a dark 
obsidian blade in each hand. He stormed toward them, his features 
contorted in anger. 

For a moment, she fought the urge to shrink away like the soldiers 
beside her. For she barely recognized the creature that approached 
them, uncaring that he was so badly outnumbered. 

She called her deadly blooms back to her, ceasing her attack on the 
Maze. She would need to focus her attention on those around her, her 
goal of attracting Valroy’s attention now attained. 

“Abigail. Come with me. Now.” His words were a snarl. 

She shook her head. “You know I cannot.” 

“If you do this, there is no turning back. If you stand against me, 
there will be no return to how things were between us.” He 
straightened his shoulders, flexing his wings wide for a moment. 
“Come with me. This is your last chance. Either watch the world burn 
away...or join in the pyre.” 

Her eyes went wide. “You cannot be serious.” 

With a slow, sick grin, he held his arms out to his sides, swords 
extended. “I am Valroy, the Unseelie King, Master of the Maze, 
Champion of the Blood Ring. I am the creation of the Morrigan, come 
to bring death and darkness to you all. Join me, or fall.” 

Looking away, she shut her eyes for a moment, not wanting to 


accept his words as truth. But she did not doubt them. She would love 
to believe that he would not destroy her if she stood in his way...but 
she could not. If it meant he finally succeeded in his goals? 

He very well might trade her life. 

“No, Valroy.” She turned her attention back to him and took a step 
forward. She summoned her Gle’Golun, sending them stretching out 
from her in winding arcs. “You shall not destroy this world, nor any 
other. Not while I still breathe.” 

He chuckled, a bizarre and manic edge to his expression as he did. 
“That can be arranged, my love.” He rolled his wrist, circling one of 
his swords about. “But! It shall not happen now. Gather your armies, 
little witch. Gather as many of your putrid and insipid Seelie as you 
can to stand against my army.” He turned his back and began to walk 
away before pausing then facing them once more. “Oh. I nearly 
forgot.” 

He fished something out of his pocket and held it up into the light, 
caught between his pointer and middle finger. A shard of glass, about 
the size of a playing card. With a vicious grin, he flicked it, sending it 
through the air and landing a few paces away from her. 

Cruinn. 

Her heart sank. It felt unreal. “No. Please, no, Valroy.” 

“A million pieces of glass now lay scattered across this pathetic 
world! I have had my boggles and boggarts whisk them away and 
send their pathetic shards as far as the eye can see.” Valroy cackled. 
“And before you ask? Anfar and Perin are trapped within my Maze. 
And they shall never emerge alive.” 

“Stop this, Valroy! This is madness. It is not too late.” Abigail 
stepped toward him, reaching out, asking him to come to her. “Please. 
I love you.” 

“And I, you.” He shrugged. “But what does that matter for 
anything? I love Anfar. And he shall be dead within the hour.” After a 
pause, he smirked. “I could take or leave the selkie.” 

“You cannot do this. You cannot!” 

He laughed and spread his wings wide. “Until the morrow, my 
queen. Then, Tir n’Aill shall burn. Say your goodbyes, rally your 
armies, and then we shall see what I can and cannot do.” With a swirl 
of black smoke, the Unseelie King was gone. 

Bayodan slowly approached the shard of glass that lay in the snow 
and, reaching down, scooped it into his palm. For a moment, she 
wondered if he had not turned into a statue, before he gripped the 
glass tight. With a growl, he grimaced, his eyes squeezing tight. Tears 
ran down his cheeks, dripping to the ground along with the blood that 
oozed from his palm. 

Walking up to his side, she wrapped her arms around him, pressing 


her head to his chest. There were no words that she could say. No 
council that she could give. Only her presence. Cruinn was gone. His 
mate was gone. 

But soon, they might all be along to join them. 


“WE’RE LOST.” 

“Of course, we are lost. We are in the Maze.” 

Perin sighed and rubbed his shoulder. It was sore from where 
Valroy had hurled him into the wall, but at least he still had his arm. 
And his head. And everything else. And Anfar, save for his mood, 
seemed to be all right. Gashes, bruises, but nothing worse than what 
Perin had already personally cared for. 

The sea monster was walking with a faint limp, but Perin was not 
overly concerned. As it was, they had bigger and more deadly things 
to worry about than a twisted ankle or wrenched knee. 

Namely, that Valroy was going to come back and murder them. 

Anfar was still without use of his power, even with the 
disappearance of Valroy. That meant they were stuck in this bizarre 
and twisting series of corridors and alcoves. Perin had never seen 
anything like it in the Maze, and neither had Anfar. 

And that meant they were well and truly ravaged over a barrel of 
bad whale oil. 

“Heyyo, boyyos!” 

Anfar and Perin groaned in unison. 

“What?” Puck appeared in the snow beside them, walking along 
with a pleased grin on his razor-sharp features. “Keep doing that, and 
Pll think you aren’t happy to see me. That you don’t want my help 
saving your lives.” 

Anfar’s jaw ticked, and he lowered his head, his dark sea-green 
hair falling along his face in damp tendrils to hide his features. “What 
news, Goodfellow?” 

“First, do you shitheads have any idea where you’re going?” Puck 
blinked. 

“No,” Anfar and Perin answered in unison. 

“Do you?” Perin added. 

“Fuck, no.” Puck cackled. “Oh, well! I love walking in circles. It’s a 
great game. Let’s play it together.” He fell in step beside Anfar, 
whistling cheerfully. 

It was a dozen paces along before Anfar finally cracked. He 
snatched Puck by the throat and slammed him up against the wall. 
“Enough!” The sea monster’s sharp teeth were on full display. “Be 
useful or be silent!” 


“Em.” Puck blinked and then glanced over to Perin. “Why’s he so 
cranky?” 

“Might have something to do with the fact that we’re trapped, and 
Valroy is out to kill us.” 

“Well, see, that’s why I’m here.” Puck smiled helpfully, if a bit 
nervously. “I can’t lead you out of here. But I can keep Valroy from 
killing you. Bayodan isn’t the only one who can sneak people about.” 

Anfar stared a hole into Puck for a long moment, silent, before he 
finally let go of the other man and walked away. “Fine.” 

“Woof.” Puck brushed himself off, and then snickered. “Heh. Woof. 
Never mind. Hey! Wait up!” He chose to walk beside Perin that time, 
much to Perin’s own chagrin. 

But Perin opted to keep his mouth shut about it and simply shoved 
his hands into his pockets. He had no quarrel with Puck. Nor did he 
want one. Nor did he want to be any more tangled up in this nonsense 
than he already was, though he figured he was far too late to fuss 
about that kind of thing. 

“Do you have any idea how to get us out of this place?” Perin 
asked after a few minutes of walking. Left, left, right, left, straight, 
right...and they were getting nowhere. 

“This place? Like, here-here? No. None whatsoever. But once we’re 
out of this stone-y bit, maybe.” Puck shrugged. “I have contacts who 
might be able to get us to the edge and free, but they won’t come in 
here.” He narrowed his eyes and looked up at one of the walls. “Have 
you tried going up?” 

“Yes.” Anfar’s reply was curt and sharp. 

Perin sighed. “The wall keeps moving. Or kicks us off.” 

“Well, shit.” Puck snickered. “Bastard thought of everything. Well, 
I mean, he did literally, because—never mind.” With a dramatic shiver, 
he summoned himself a thick coat and slung it on. “So...we walk 
around in circles. That’s great.” 

And for nearly an hour or more, by Perin’s rough math, they did. 
Lefts and rights, straights and backs, and they were making no visual 
progress. In fact, Perin was quite convinced they had passed the same 
intersection at least three times. But with the snow that continued to 
fall around them, it obscured any other landmarks that he could 
identify. 

Puck let out a dreary sigh. “This is terrible. I don’t like this game 
anymore. I’m bored. Let’s do something else.” When both Anfar and 
Perin ignored him, the half-breed tapped his chin thoughtfully, 
unfazed by the lack of response. “I wonder if there’s some kind of trick 
to it. Some kind of—” 

“Fuck.” 

Anfar and Puck both jumped, alarmed at Perin’s sudden outburst. 


Perin, meanwhile, had his head in his hands, and was swearing at 
himself loudly and viscerally. 

“Look, I can hide us from Valroy to a point, but if you—” 

“Pm so stupid!” Perin growled and glared up at the overcast sky. 
“Go left.” 

“What?” Anfar blinked. 

“That’s what the hag told me. Go left.” He rubbed his hands over 
his face and let out a long groan. “This is what she meant.” 

“Well, I mean, it could be a lot of things. But I guess it’s worth a 
try.” Puck sniffed. “Not like we have much else to do.” 

Anfar studied Perin, before paying him a faint smile. Turning on 
his heel, he resumed walking. This time, they took only lefts through 
the twisting rocky corridors. No matter how it looked that the left 
would lead them down a dead end, or how pointless it was to try, they 
went left, regardless. 

Openings appeared out of nowhere, seemingly hidden by the angle 
of the walls whenever they stepped into a dead end. 

It was only minutes before they stood beneath an enormous stone 
archway, crumbled and nearly ruined. 

The exit! 

Or the entrance, depending on how one looked at it. Perin looked 
back at the rows of frost-covered stones and felt a faint glimmer of 
hope. Perhaps he would escape the day alive. 

“Our ride’s here. Oy! Greg! There’s my good buddy!” 

Perin turned to see Puck strolling over to someone lingering by the 
edge of the trees. He was dressed like a nobleman, with all the lacy 
cuffs and foppish finery Perin would expect from someone of high 
station. He would have blended in at any high society affair. 

Except for the simple fact that he was without a head. 

Anfar rubbed his temples, his eyes shut, clearly suffering a 
headache. 

Perin slung an arm over his shoulders and, leaning into him, kissed 
his head. “At least we’re out of that nonsense.” 

“I suppose.” 

He did not blame Anfar for being as cross as he was. Nor did he 
believe he could do a damn thing to lift the spirits of a creature whose 
heart usually lived on the bottom of a lake with the rest of him. 

And he understood. It wasn’t the impending war that was troubling 
his lover and friend. It was Valroy. It was a man he had spent 
centuries with as a friend—Perin was still attempting to wrap his head 
around having lived that many years—who was now his enemy. 

Who had been inches from killing him. 

“If—if you would all just get into the circle I have drawn,” the no- 
headed man said as he gestured at a symbol he had etched onto the 


ground. 

Perin stared at the man. 

And with one eye on a stick, perched behind a magnifying glass? 

The man stared back. 

I hope I have seen everything now. I doubt it. Perin stepped into the 
circle and shook his head. “The sun is setting. We will need to hide, 
soon. The night is not safe for us, strangely enough.” 

“I know someone who will put us up.” Puck grinned. “I’m sure 
she’s desperate for the company. And to show you how to cook decent 
food.” 

“Pm a good cook!” Perin pointed an accusatory finger at the 
spymaster. “I watched you eat a rotten fish carcass off the beach!” 

“I was a dog! What do you want from me?” Puck growled. 

“Shut up!” The shout from Anfar quieted them all. 

After a long moment of silence that seemed to hover in the air, the 
eyeball-on-a-stick man muttered, “May I—ah—proceed, Lord Anfar?” 

The sea monster grunted. 

But when Perin slipped his hand into Anfar’s and squeezed it 
gently, he felt the other man return the favor. 

The next day would be war. 

But for now, they were both alive. And they were together. 

And Perin would savor every second of it. 

“Wheeeee!” Puck shouted as he threw his hands up in the air as 
the circle around them began to glow. “Arms up for the drop!” 

All right. 

Maybe Perin wouldn’t savor every second. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


Abigail's treehouse had never felt more cramped than it did with 


Bayodan, Perin, Anfar, Puck, and Uri inside of it. But it had also never 
felt so wonderful. 

She twisted and changed the tree to allow for a bit more space, 
however, since they would all be staying the night. And to allow for a 
hearth that could support a flame. She set about making dinner, 
including some roasted meat for the “boys.” 

It gave her something to do. It gave her something to focus on that 
was not the hole in her chest that had grown there since Valroy had 
imprisoned her. And the one that would either become very literal in 
short order or would be likely to remain for the rest of time. 

She stirred the pot of wassail cider, ensuring it did not get too 
close to the flames and scald. She poured Uri a mug and handed it to 
the elf before pouring one for herself. 

Perin and Puck were in a debate about how best to tie knots on a 
ship. It was an argument that Puck had chosen specifically to goad the 
ex-sailor into a conversation, as Bayodan and Anfar did not seem in 
the mood to talk. 

Uri was hiding from them all under the pretenses of helping her 
cook. Abigail did not mind. Uri quickly took over, batting at Abigail’s 
hands when she was apparently doing something wrong in the eyes of 
the hearth elf. 

“T have been cooking all my life.” Abigail chuckled as she sat down 
by the fire and sipped her mug of cider. 

“You are a babe! A girl of, what, only twenty years and some?” Uri 
huffed. “Please. You may be the Seelie Queen, but you barely know 
your way around a hearth.” 

“T suppose that is fair.” 

“And besides. It is the least I can do.” The elf frowned. “I am 
useless otherwise. I should be doing something to help.” 

“What in the name of the stars are you talking about?” Abigail 
shook her head. “You were in full armor just this afternoon.” 

“And what a farce it was, eh?” Uri snickered. “Can you imagine? 
Me? In a fight. Pah.” She tapped the wooden spoon on the edge of the 
copper pot that dangled on a hook from the fireplace crane, and then 
nudged it close enough to the fire that it simmered but did not boil. 
Trading her spoon for the fire poker, she jabbed at the flames before 
casting Abigail a grin. “I was only there for intimidation.” 


Abigail laughed, as hard as she could remember laughing in a long 
time, and leaned her head back against the bricks. They were warm, 
and it felt nice after being out in the cold for so long. “Thank you, 
Uri.” 

“Still haven’t broken you of that, I see.” 

“No, no. It’s quite broken. It just doesn’t matter sometimes.” She 
shut her eyes. “Sometimes I am grateful, and I do not care if you know 
it.” 

The whap of a spoon on her leg made her laugh again. But her 
humor quickly faded away. After a long moment, she looked back to 
the elf. “Tell me, what was done with Titania?” 

“Nothing, yet. She lies and waits for the Winter to end and the 
ground to thaw. Then...then her replacement is meant to return her to 
the song of life.” Uri frowned, the lines around her face growing 
deeper. “If we still live.” 

That did not feel right. That did not feel right in the slightest. She 
did not know what she could do to fix the problem, but she knew she 
was going to try. For the elf was right—if she did not see Titania put 
to rest when the dawn rose, she would not get a chance once the sun 
set. 


VALROY SAT upon the silvered throne, listening to the clamor of the 
Din’Glai. He was surrounded by courtiers, all readying to go to war 
when the sun set on the following day. 

He sat there upon the throne in a crowd. 

And was entirely alone. 

He gritted his teeth against the sound of the conversations going 
on around him. He should be celebrating. He was upon the eve of war. 
His great war. He would sweep across Tir n’Aill like the plague he had 
been designed to be. Earth would fall before him like lambs to the 
slaughter. It would be nothing but a victory parade across the Isle that 
should have been his from the start. 

There was no joy in his heart. 

No happiness. 

No celebration. 

Anfar was not here. He could not goad and tease him about his 
relationship with the selkie. 

Bayodan was not here to quietly provide his strategic advice. 

Cruinn was scattered across the world in a million fragments of 
shattered glass. 

And Abigail... 

With a deep sigh, he shut his eyes. All at once, like the snap of a 


twig, rage replaced his grief. This is my chance! My only chance! 
Shooting up from the throne, he barely noticed as the courtiers around 
him staggered away in terror. He wanted nothing to do with them. He 
had another goal. 

Disappearing from the throne room, he traveled across Tir n’Aill to 
a circle of stones, whose altar had been mended from when he had 
last shattered it. He appeared and unfurled his wings. 

“Morrigan!” 

There was no answer. He laughed. He simply laughed. Shaking his 
head, he paced back and forth in front of the stone. “I must say, I am 
impressed. You have played a good game, though why you wish to 
punish me, I do not know. What have I ever done that you did not 
wish for me to do? What have I ever done that was not by your 
design? You gave her to me—you made me love her—and now you 
wish to watch me kill her!” Grimacing, he dug his nails into his palms, 
wishing to feel the sting. “You wish for me to destroy all those that I 
have come to love—why? Why?” 

The only answers that came to him were his own echoed words 
that bounced from the monolithic stones that surrounded him. He did 
not care. He knew she was listening. Even if she did not have the 
bravery to answer him. 

“T vowed it once before, and I shall vow it again, Mother Morrigan. 
When this world is beaten beneath my heel, and the humans are 
extinct, I shall shed this form you made for me.” He placed his palm 
over his heart and the map of the Maze—his true self. “I shall become 
what I was before...and I shall come for you. I shall destroy all of Tir 
n’Aill. I shall rip you and Dagda and the other pissants from your 
ethereal thrones and I shall consume you! Nothing shall be left—not 
you, not this waste of a world—nothing.” 

Silence. 

He rolled his eyes. “You gave me love, only to make me rip it to 
pieces. You made me watch her die, knowing that you would simply 
make me do it again. If you wish for me to suffer, so be it. But it shall 
not stop me!” For a moment, he wondered if Titania had not returned 
with her axes and knives, with how much pain was arcing through his 
body. But it was not physical agony that troubled him. No, that was 
not what stung his eyes. 

It was all the rest. 

“All the light shall die, and the shadows shall reign. And when all 
is said and done, and there is nothing but dust and the tears you weep 
for those creatures you have made...only when you beg me for pity 
and mercy—only then shall I forgive you long enough to kill you. For 
that is the price you shall pay for the death of my Abigail Moore.” 

Valroy turned. 


And froze. 


ABIGAIL WATCHED the others sleep for a long time, sitting with her 
back against the wall. She had refused to take the cot, instead 
allowing Anfar and Perin to share the larger surface. She sat on the 
floor atop several blankets, with a sleeping mutt curled up in a ball 
against her thigh. She scratched Puck behind the ears, enjoying his 
company. 

Curse as it had been, it was clear some part of him still lingered in 
that form. She did not mind. It made it considerably less awkward 
when he wished to cuddle. The room was filled with the soft breaths 
and snores of her friends and companions. 

But she could not join them. Sleep would not come to her, and 
after an hour of fitful attempts, she simply gave up. 

The moon was nearly full, and she could see the pale light glinting 
off the snow-covered world. The forest was silent, with barely even 
the sound of wind to rustle the branches of the evergreens. 

Tomorrow I will spend my last day in the sun before all that has been 
laid before me is undone. Either I shall be killed...or I will destroy the man 
I love. Valroy will take my life, or I, his. And I do not know which I find 
preferable. 

For either way, it feels like dying. 

Shutting her eyes for a moment, she sighed. She knew what she 
was about to do was foolish and dangerous, but the impulse was there 
all the same. “Are you awake?” she whispered down at the dog. 

He rolled onto his back, opening an eye, his tail quietly thumping 
on the blankets. 

“I wish to go pray to the Morrigan. But it is unsafe to be out in the 
dark. Will you come with me?” She kept her voice low as to not wake 
the others. 

More quiet thumping. 

She smiled. At least he did not attempt to dissuade her. Pushing to 
her feet, Puck joined her, sitting beside her like any other loyal pup. 
Bending down, she kissed the top of his head. Placing one hand on the 
wall of her home, and the other at his shoulder, she took them 
through the roots to the circle of stones the Morrigan kept as her altar. 

And once more, just as it had been with Titania... 

She found she was not alone. 

Puck snarled at her side, white teeth flashing in the moonlight. 

Valroy. 

Shite. 

He was staring at her, wide-eyed in surprise, his translucent wings 


looking all the more ghostly in the sharp moonlight. 

“I...” She took a step back. This was dangerous—too dangerous. 
She needed no more proof that coming her was an enormous mistake 
than that which was standing before her. 

“Don’t go.” He reached a hand to her, ignoring Puck’s growling 
entirely. “Please.” 

She froze. There was no anger in his voice—simply sadness and 
grief. No, it was more than that. It was loneliness. He sounded so 
utterly destitute, that something in her heart broke for him. 

“You killed Cruinn.” 

“They deserved it.” His jaw ticked. “Twice betrayed makes me the 
fool, not they. I would not suffer the chance of a third. Why are you 
here?” 

“I...I came to pray to the Morrigan. You?” 

“I came to scream at her.” He smirked, though the expression did 
not reach his eyes. 

She chuckled once, shaking her head. That did sound right. “I 
should go.” 

“No. Please. Do not leave. I...I will not hurt you this night. I will 
not chain you. I simply...I simply wish to speak.” He took a step 
toward her. 

Puck snarled louder, stepping between them, and let out a sharp 
and angry bark. 

“Will you leave us be?” Valroy glared down at the dog. “I gave her 
my word.” He pointed a sharp clawed finger out into the woods that 
surrounded the ring of stones. “Go.” 

“Tt is all right, Puck. I believe him.” 

But the fae-turned-dog still stood there and snarled. 

Rolling his eyes in exasperation, Valroy summoned a stick to his 
hand. He waved it about in the air in front of the pup, and then hurled 
it off into the woods. 

Puck hesitated. 

And then chased it. 

With a shake of his head, Valroy dropped the stick—still in his 
hand, having not thrown it after all—on the ground beside him. 
“Idiot.” 

“I adore him. He is a good friend. If he is...unpredictable at best.” 

“You keep terrible company.” 

“Present company included. I know.” 

He smiled at her, a tender and wounded thing, before taking a 
cautious step toward her. “Abigail...” 

“I do not wish to fight with you this night. I do not think I can 
stomach it.” She swallowed the lump in her throat, feeling tears 
fighting through her restraint. “Do not ask me to come with you, do 


not ask me to—” 

“Shush.” He closed the distance between them, before pulling her 
into his arms. He held her tight, curling his wings about her. “Shush, 
my love.” 

Throwing her arms around his neck, she clung to him and felt her 
restraint crumble. She wept in his arms and did not care for how weak 
it might make her. The sensation of him against her, the smell of the 
night air and the crisp wind, the brush of his hair against her cheek. It 
was all too much. 

He stroked his hand through her locks, combing the strands, and 
simply held her for what must have been minutes, before he finally 
spoke. “Tell me you understand.” 

“T do.” 

“And so do I.” He tipped her head to his and placed his lips to her 
forehead, before wandering his kisses down her cheek. “This is how it 
must be. I tried to spare us this fate...but I failed. I am sorry.” 

“T love you, Valroy.” She placed her palm over his heart, tracing 
the lines of the Maze with her fingertips. “I love you more than words 
can express.” 

He smiled faintly. “And I shall savor that until the stars blink from 
the sky, my little witch. My Seelie. My queen. The only one I shall 
ever have.” He stroked his knuckles along her chin and leaned down 
to kiss her. 

She sank into his embrace, meeting it with all the emotions that 
welled in her heart for him. Tomorrow, one of them would die at the 
other’s hands. But for this moment, this one small shard of time, she 
could forget it all and kiss the man she loved. Her Unseelie King. 

But like all moments in time, they fell away like grains of sand. 

He pulled from her slowly, clearly wishing to make it last just as 
badly as she did. One of his claws traced its talons through her hair, 
twisting the locks around the digits of his wing. A single tear slipped 
from his eye, and she reached up to brush it away. 

Without a word, he stepped away and turned to leave, his wings 
curling about himself like a cape. He vanished into the shadows. 

The next time they met, they would be at war. 

She could do nothing but stare at the place where he had been, 
wishing for all the world that she could follow him into the darkness. 
In some ways, to have it all finished would be a relief. Soon, she 
would not have to worry about whether or not she could stand beside 
Valroy as he destroyed two worlds. 

When Puck, still as a dog, bounded back to her, with a very 
different stick in his teeth, she let out a very tired laugh. She scratched 
his head. “Good boy.” 

Glancing at the altar for a moment, she turned her attention to the 


starry night sky. The words she had come to say to the Morrigan now 
felt empty and pointless. They were sentiments the goddess already 
knew. 

They would do no one any good. 

Gripping the stick in her hand, she pulled. Puck yanked it back in a 
game of tug-of-war. She knew why he was being such a fool, and it 
was working. For she was smiling as she returned them to her home. 

This time, sleep did come to her eventually, though it was 
disrupted now and then with a dog insisting on chewing the stick he 
would not relinquish. 

But she supposed that was fine. 

Come the morning, she would put Titania to rest within the song 
of life. 

And perhaps not long after, she would join her. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


Abigail watched the sun rise from the hill where an enormous ash 


tree stood on its own. The branches were bare and covered with 
inches of snow, as was the ground around her. It was still Winter, and 
the song of life was dormant and sleeping. 

Stepping up to the tree, she looked up through the branches. This 
was Oberon. This was the monument he wished to leave behind for 
his people. Placing her hand on the bark, she felt the quiet strength 
that burned away within it. 

“I am very sorry for what happened,” she murmured to the tree. 
“But I think you already know that.” 

Letting out a breath, she looked out over the field. The view from 
the top of the hill was beautiful. But she was done with the ice and 
snow. 

Looking down at hand, she turned it over, studying herself for a 
moment. Her skin was nearly as white as the world around her, and 
the pale blue that mottled her skin was amusing, but...no. She would 
put Titania to rest. And if she could not do so in the Winter? 

Well. 

Then it would no longer be Winter. 

Shutting her eyes, she let herself focus on everything around her. 
She let herself hear the song of life, and feel it humming low, and 
quiet, and slumbering. And with a whisper, she told it to change. 

“Wake up.” 

She shifted, turning cold to warmth, and simply willed it. 

Snow would melt and water the grass. The flowers would bloom 
and stretch to the sun. Trees would bud. Birds would build their nests, 
and life would begin again. The time of Winter would pass, and Spring 
would come again. 

When she opened her eyes, she had to laugh. 

For what else could she do? 

The world had changed. She could still see lingering piles of snow 
in the shadows of the trees that touched the forest. But Winter was 
gone. Spring had come, just as she had willed it. And as she looked 
down at her wrists, sure enough—the blue was replaced with the 
mossy green she had come to recognize. 

Her smile was bittersweet. 


IT FELT VERY odd for Anfar to be standing in the sunlight, shoulder-to- 
shoulder with the Din’Lae. Well, shoulder-to-shoulder was not quite 
accurate. The sunlit court was giving Anfar and his Unseelie and 
unlikely companions a very large berth. But there they were, all the 
same, gathered in a field to watch the funeral of Titania. 

How very odd, indeed. 

Perin stood close to his side. The selkie kept glancing at the Seelie 
crowd, as if worried they might suddenly turn and attack them. It was 
a possibility. But with Anfar, Bayodan, and Puck present, it was highly 
unlikely. 

They knew to avoid a slaughter if they did not need one. And the 
promise of war always made for strange alliances. 

What confused Anfar the most—or perhaps amazed was a better 
word—was that Winter had fled upon the whim of the woman who 
stood a few paces ahead of him, golden crown atop her head, tangled 
into the curls of garnet hair that flowed about her. 

Anfar knew the truth now of what she was. What the Morrigan and 
Titania had made her into. Abigail Moore...was Tir n’Aill. She was the 
roots of trees, the grass, the life that surrounded them. 

And the only thing that could stop Valroy’s deadly rampage. 

Titania was brought forward, carried on a stretcher by eight of the 
Din’Lae, dressed in their finest and faces fixed in grief. The former 
queen lay beneath a translucent shroud of pink fabric, her arms 
crossed over her chest, and surrounded with laurels of flowers and 
trinkets of every kind. 

She would be put to rest with what remained of her beloved king. 
Anfar shook his head. He disliked the former queen deeply, and he 
had always wished he had the opportunity to eat Oberon and put an 
end to their double-crossing and manipulative ways. 

He was not sad to see them gone. 

Not in the slightest. 

It was odd, being at a funeral where one cared nothing for the 
deceased. He knew why Abigail had taken the time, however. It was 
the final act that would pass the proverbial torch. 

Not to mention, the show of her power had likely put the Din’Lae 
firmly at her back. For if she controlled the seasons, she could do far 
more than that. He suspected Abigail was still adjusting to the reach 
of her gifts. 

It was a shame she had no one left who could teach her. 

Abigail stood aside to allow the pallet that bore Titania to pass, to 
rest at the foot of the ash tree atop the hill. The new queen was 
dressed in a gown of pale green silk, looking every inch the fae that 


she had become. Kneeling beside Titania, she reached out and put her 
hand carefully on the arm of the deceased, and muttered words that 
Anfar could not hear. 

It was not a moment later that the former queen disappeared into 
the ground, the moss and grass rising up to consume her and take her 
deep into the earth. And as Abigail stood, a sea of pink flowers 
bloomed around her, surrounding the base of the tree and spreading 
down the hill, twining between the courtiers. 

Anfar looked down at some of the flowers that reached his own 
feet. Furrowing his brow, he reached down to touch one of the 
delicate petals, careful not to scratch it with his sharp nails and 
damage it. 

“Beautiful,” Perin murmured from beside him. 

“I suppose.” 

Perin chuckled at Anfar’s deadpan reply. He was glad the selkie did 
not take his foul mood personally. 

Abigail walked down the hill toward the gathered crowd, stepping 
through the flowers and leaving none damaged in her wake. She lifted 
her head, and for all the world she looked just as regal as the title as 
she had been given. 

Finally. 

Anfar smiled. 

“And now,” she declared, “we go to war.” 


ABIGAIL STOOD in the open field at the border of the Maze and stared 
at the open swath she had cut into the woods the day before. There 
was barely anything left of the damage. She could only see the barest 
bit of where she had sent her Gle’Golun against the trees to devour 
them. 

An army waited at her back. Legions of Seelie in their regiments. 
Enormous, tree-like creatures had lumbered from the woods to stand 
with them. Beasts and creatures of legends of every make and nature. 

To her left were three Unseelie and a half-breed. To her right was a 
hearth elf on a cow. 

She tried desperately not to laugh at the ridiculousness of it all. 

She tried, and she failed. 

Bayodan smiled at her, a knowing twinkle in his red eyes. He 
placed a heavy hand on her shoulder. “Be strong, Abigail.” 

“T shall do my best.” She turned her attention back to the Maze. 
“Though I do not know if it will be enough.” 

“T believe it shall be.” Bayodan lifted his hand from her shoulder to 
fish a piece of broken glass from his pocket, turning it over in his 


palm. “It must be.” 

“Tf we survive—” 

“When,” he interjected. 

“When.” She smirked at the correction. “We shall find the pieces of 
your mate. We shall find Cruinn.” 

“Perhaps. I do not know if it can be done.” He looked down at the 
shard in his palm and frowned. “But I, like you, shall do my best to 
try.” 

“What are you planning on doing?” Perin asked from beside her. 
She smiled at the selkie and reached out to place her palm to his 
stubbled cheek. He smiled back at her through his obvious fear. 

“There is a tree that I seek. One I have been shown in visions by 
the Morrigan. I think it is the key to stopping him.” She frowned. 
“And I think it is in the center of those ruins where he kept me.” 

Perin stammered for a moment, and then laughed. Laughed hard, 
as if someone had just played a prank on him. He sighed, shook his 
head and, gathering her hands in his, kissed her fingers. “Abigail?” 

“Yes?” 

“Go left.” Perin grinned, a lopsided and beleaguered expression. 

She furrowed her brow. “What do you mean?” 

“You'll see. Just...go left.” 

She smiled and shrugged. She supposed it would make sense when 
she needed it. 

Puck was sharpening daggers, whistling quietly to himself, smiling 
as if nothing was wrong and it were just any other evening. Anfar, 
meanwhile, was glaring at the Maze as though he were willing it to 
burst into flames. Perhaps he was. Sadly, it did not work. 

The sun began to set, casting long shadows across the fresh green 
grass. At least Valroy would not have Winter to support him. She took 
in a breath and held it as the sun slipped beneath the horizon, and 
twilight fell upon them. 

And with the darkness came the Unseelie. 

Bogarts and Goblins, Praxies and Salamanders—monsters matched 
with their shadowy horrors to each of the sunlight creatures who 
stood beside her. 

The war would happen in this time where neither reigned and 
neither ruled. In that space between day and night. 

And there, standing at the head of the thousands of creatures that 
crawled from the shadows of the Maze...was Valroy. Silver crown 
atop his head, and obsidian blades in his hands. 

“At least I do not believe this will take very long,” she muttered to 
Bayodan. 

It drew a laugh out of the goat king. “No, I don’t suppose it shall.” 

She rolled her shoulders, stretching, feeling the tense knots in them 


pop as she did. “Very well. Let us not waste time, then.” 

Reaching out her hands, she summoned her deadly flowers and set 
them upon the horde in front of her. 

Roars and screams filled the night. 

Sounds of bloodlust. Of death. Of victory. 

Of war. 


BLOOD COATED Valroy’s arms and chest. It dripped from the talons of 
his wings and oozed down the black blades of his swords, turned deep 
crimson in the fading twilight. The sun had set upon the world, and 
now it would set upon the Seelie race and the traitorous Unseelie who 
had joined them. 

He would kill them all. 

Every single one. 

Including their queen. 

He would bury his heart in that grave. 

But there was no other way. 

For the moment, he could relish the snapping of bones beneath his 
blows. In the rending of flesh and tendons, of the screams of the dying 
as he cleaved through them like a blade through wisps of candle 
smoke. They were nothing to him. 

For the Seelie could not stand against him. No one amongst their 
ranks could challenge him. There was only one who was a risk. There 
was only one who posed him any danger. 

And there she was. Walking through the carnage as though it did 
not exist. Her eyes were not on him, however. She was not facing him 
down... 

She was walking into the Maze. 

He cringed in pain and gripped his side as her damned flowers 
began to devour the trees around her. Where was she going? 

And then...he knew. 

No. 

“Abigail!” he shouted through the fray, spreading his wings. With a 
leap, he flew into the air, diving over the crowd to land in front of 
her, blocking her way. She pulled up short. The look on her face was 
not afraid as it should be. For she was gazing at the instrument of her 
destruction. 

Instead, she watched him with that look of fiery resolve that he 
had come to adore so very much. He had adored her fear, but he had 
fallen in love with her defiance. And now, it stood before him in all its 
glory. 

Gods, she was so beautiful. It took his breath away to see her as she 


was. Pale silk gown stained in crimson to the ankles. Her bare feet 
soaked in the blood of the fallen. Vines of those deadly flowers wound 
up her arms, and more were visible in her hair. Her pointed ears, and 
pale moss eyes. 

And the fury that they held. 

Perhaps he would fuck her one last time before he ripped her heart 
from her chest. It was not as though his misdeeds could get any worse, 
after all. “Fight me.” He grinned, swirling his swords. “Come and let 
us settle this.” 

“No.” 

Gritting his teeth, he snarled. “You shall not reach your 
destination. You cannot travel to where you wish to go! The place you 
seek is not yours to touch.” 

“You are wrong, Unseelie King.” She smiled, a look that might 
have resembled his own. “For all that lives is my domain.” She 
stretched out her hands to her sides. 

Snarling, he dove at her, swinging his sword through the air, 
intending to cleave her head from her shoulders. “No!” 

But she was gone. His blade passed only through empty air. 

He could sense her, moving through the roots and trees of the 
Maze. Moving through a part of him as though she were a poison 
ripping through his veins. He could feel her there—he could slow her 
—but by the stars and the void itself... 

He could not stop her. 

For he was a living thing, in this tiny form the Morrigan had made 
for him. In this reflection of that place that grew in the center of the 
ruins of a building he could only remember in his dreams. 

Glancing out at the war going on beside him, he bared his teeth. 
His Unseelie would have to fight on their own. For if she succeeded... 

Fear prickled his spine. 

“No!” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


Abigail appeared at the stone entrance to the labyrinth of corridors 


she knew contained her destination. Summoning a cloak, she donned 
it, pulling the hood up over her head. “Are you ready?” 

“As I'll ever be, boss.” Puck appeared in a blink beside her, 
grinning from ear to ear. 

The spymaster would keep her hidden from Valroy as she 
searched. She planned to send him away the moment it became too 
dangerous. Which, judging by the rage-filled scream she heard from 
inside the twisting hallways...was going to be sooner rather than later. 

Swallowing her fear, she lifted her head and stepped inside. Puck 
vanished yet again, but she knew he would stay nearby. 

What an odd notion it was to think that Robin Goodfellow would 
turn into one of her closest companions. That the unpredictable—and 
quite insane—spymaster would turn into such a friend. There might 
come a day when he turned against her. There might come a day 
when he betrayed her. But for now, she would not question his 
loyalty. And should that day come when she did, there would be much 
she could forgive. 

For in this moment, he was the only thing stopping Valroy from 
ripping her to shreds. 

Go left, Perin had said. 

And left she went. 

At every crossroad, at every intersection, at every split in the path, 
she went left. 

“Show yourself!” The Master of the Maze had arrived. 

She ducked close to the stones, chewing her lip, and had to remind 
herself that he could not see or sense her. Pulling her hood higher 
over her head, she trekked on. Left at every opportunity, no matter 
how insane or foolish it felt. 

“T never figured you for a coward, Abigail Moore.” 

She did not know where he was, as his voice seemed now to come 
from everywhere. There was a manic desperation that twinged his 
tone, and it worried her deeply. For if the creature were becoming 
unhinged, there was no telling what he was capable of. 

Like destroying the world. 

Like killing me. 

No. She pushed through her fear, and left and left she went. 

“Abigail...” Now the Unseelie King crooned, his voice low and 


sultry. “Reveal yourself, my little witch. Let me hunt you through 
these corridors. Let me chase you. Let me take you like the wild beasts 
we are. We can be as we were. I promise.” 

It was a lie. It was perhaps the first time he had ever lied to her. 
Why did that feel like such a betrayal? Why did it feel like a knife in 
her side? She ignored it as best she could, striking left and left and 
left. 

“This place was once a temple to me. Built long, long ago, before I 
took this form. Before I was ever the Maze around you. It was a place 
to sacrifice, a place to worship and fear. And that is what you are 
now, my Seelie pet. You are my sacrifice. And from your blood shall 
flow a new age!” 

Left and left and left. 

“Very well. If you will not show yourself, Seelie Queen, I shall send 
my monsters to hunt you instead.” 

Something snarled in the shadows beside her, and she nearly 
shrieked. Her heart was pounding so loudly in her ears she could 
barely think. But the creatures that oozed from the darkness could not 
see her. They snapped at the open air, but they were blind to her. 

Oh, Puck, I could kiss you. 

Left and left and left and left again. 

And then... 

She was there. Her breath caught. She felt numb and wondered if 
she might faint. “Puck...go.” She did not take her eyes off the sight in 
front of her. 

She did not dare. 

If the spymaster left her side, she did not know. She supposed it 
would not shortly matter. For there, in the center of the twisting 
corridors she had walked, was the vision from her dreams. 

A great and gnarled oak tree rose from the center of a spiraling 
labyrinth carved into the stone, a lifted platform that sat above a pool 
of blood that stretched about it in an enormous, perfect circle. But the 
roots did not dig down into the ground. They were not part of the dirt 
and soil. 

No, instead the roots spread out around it, like the veins of an 
animal, spreading and thinning, fanning out into a membrane that 
coated the surface of the crimson liquid that shone almost purple in 
the light of the full moon that had risen into the night sky. 

Buried deep into the trunk of the tree were a thousand weapons of 
every type. Arrows and spears, swords and axes, modern and ancient, 
new and old. Some looked of a world she did not know. 

Its dark branches mirrored the jagged shapes of its roots, though 
the limbs that stretched into the air looked like crooked, sharpened 
nails scratching at the sky, as if wishing to devour the very stars from 


their homes. And perhaps it was, for who was to say how many worlds 
Valroy might devour if he were not stopped? 

She knew what she was looking at. 

The beating heart of the monster she had come to love. 

She stepped forward, her bare feet touching the membrane of the 
tree’s roots, and she felt it pulse. She stepped onto the platform and 
reached out to touch one of the ancient weapons buried into the 
craggy surface. 

“Abigail!” 


No, no, no! 

Valroy stormed up to her, his knuckles white from gripping his 
swords so tightly. She had made it to the center of his ancient temple, 
and now the foolish girl would end it all! 

He raised his sword as she turned, pale green eyes flashing in fury, 
and she lifted her hand. He had to jump back as the Gle’Golun rose 
from the gore that surrounded the ancient tree that was his bleeding 
heart. They pushed through the web of roots, tearing holes in him, 
sending him staggering back even farther as he hissed in pain. 

Fear. 

By the stars, he was afraid. 

For he stared at the very real reality of his own death. “Do not do 
this, Abigail. Do not. This is not your fate. This is not how we were 
meant to be. You and I are meant to be together, as one.” He reached 
for her but knew she would not listen. “Do not make me kill you, 
please, Abigail.” 

“T am not the one who dies this night, husband.” Her fists clenched 
at her sides, and then slowly released, her stern expression cracking 
only for a second as sorrow broke through. “Forgive me.” 

Lips curling back in rage, he flew at her once again. The deadly 
flowers ripped at his flesh, but he did not care. This small form of his 
could not die. Let them rip chunks from his arms! Abigail’s eyes 
opened wide in fear as she staggered away from him, ducking out of 
the way as he swung one of his swords for her. 

She dodged twice before he made contact, his sword slashing deep 
into her thigh, cutting through fabric and skin. She cried out in pain 
and staggered. He drove an elbow down onto her back, and she 
crumpled to the ground as though she were nothing more than a 
mortal woman once more. 

So powerful. 

But so fragile. 

The Gle’Golun tore at him, and he roared, baring his teeth, swiping 


his sword wide, driving them back. Kicking Abigail onto her back, he 
knelt over her, pinning her to the ground. 

“Wait!” She reached up, grabbing at his arms. But with the claws 
of one of his wings, he drove them to the stone above her head and 
kept them there. She tried to shift forms, but he snapped his hand 
around her neck, using his remaining power in this place to keep her 
as she was. Panic filled her eyes as she realized she was trapped. 
“Valroy—” 

“No.” 

He was bleeding badly. The flowers were set upon their work. 

But he did not care. 

Tears fell from his cheeks as he summoned a small dagger to his 
hand. It would be enough to end her. “Goodbye, my love. Goodbye, 
my little witch.” 

He sat back, lifted the dagger over his head, and prepared to lose 
his heart in the same moment he destroyed hers. 


ABIGAIL WAITED for the blade to fall. For the iron dagger to drive 
deep into her heart and end her life. Rage and agony were all she 
could see in Valroy’s face. Love and hate mixed as one as he snarled, 
his lips pulled back, revealing his sharp teeth. 

He readied himself for the blow. 

And she readied herself to die. 

“Do it, my love,” she whispered. “Bring yourself the peace that I 
cannot give you.” 

It was as though she watched a bridge collapse before her eyes. 
Every ounce of Valroy seemed to shatter in that moment under the 
weight of what she had said to him. The sound that left him was half a 
cry of rage and one of pure suffering. His shoulders curled, and with 
another howl, he threw the blade away from him, sending it bouncing 
off one of the stone walls that surrounded the tree. 

He climbed off her, staggering away, and then fell to the ground 
on his knees at the base of the great oak. 

He put his head in his hands. 

And he wept. 

Sitting up, she hissed in pain and looked down at the deep gash in 
her thigh. She put her hand over it and willed the flesh to heal. When 
the pain subsided, she shifted to her knees before standing, watching 
Valroy warily. 

“T cannot do it.” His words were a low, furious growl, even as his 
shoulders shook with his tears. She could not see his face, veiled as it 
was in tendrils of blue hair. The claws of his wings were fisted tight. “I 


cannot.” 

Defeated. 

That was what he was. 

Purely and entirely...broken. He leaned against the trunk of the 
tree, and then sat with a grunt. Her flowers had ceased their attack, 
but the damage had already been done. He was bleeding badly, and 
she could see red oozing from the corner of his mouth. But she knew 
that body could suffer a thousand deaths and never die. 

It did nothing to stop how much her heart ached for him. He 
looked so...empty. Glowing sapphire eyes held no glimmer of the 
devilishness she had come to love as she approached him. 

“Promise me one thing.” His words were quiet, nothing of his 
anger remaining in them. “Tell them you defeated me in battle. Or say 
you played some terrible trick upon me. Do not tell them I...I could 
not kill you. That I would rather surrender all that I am than to watch 
you die a second time.” His features contorted in pain. “I could not—I 
could not survive it.” 

She knelt at his side, watching him. The defeated king. The broken 
monster. The vanquished darkness. 

She could kill him. Order her Gle’Golun to devour the tree and 
render it to dust. Perhaps he would return to being the great and 
unknowable darkness he had been before. Or perhaps he would never 
exist again. 

But Valroy would be dead and gone. 

And she would never see him again. 

The world depended upon it. 

Reaching out, she tenderly brushed the tears away from his cheeks. 
She shifted closer and, tilting his head to hers, kissed him. She wanted 
to burn this moment, this memory, into the deepest reaches of her 
mind. So that no matter the centuries, no matter what may come or 
go, she would never, ever forget it. 

Or forget him. 

Valroy must die. 

Or so...or so perhaps that was simply what she had been led to 
believe. 

She parted from him and watched as he laid his head back against 
the tree, eyes shut, his features drawn into a look of resignation. 

“Do you wish to die, Valroy?” 

“Of course not. Don’t be stupid. Although perhaps there is 
something to be said for shedding this tiny form that whore Morrigan 
put me into.” 

She had to laugh at how very grumpy and disgruntled he sounded, 
but she decided not to remark upon it. She picked up his hand and 
held it between hers, studying his long fingers and sharp black nails. 


Lacing her fingers between his, they looked so small. So delicate. So 
warm in color compared to his pallor. 

Like night and day. 

Like life and death. 

For that was what they were. 

And one could not exist without the other. If he died, she would 
follow him. 

But perhaps there was another way. 

“I wish to make a deal with you, Unseelie King. A game, if you 
will.” 

His eyes opened at that, if to crook a disbelieving eyebrow at her, 
but he said nothing. 

She smirked. “Stay in this ‘tiny form’ the whore Morrigan made for 
you, and you and I shall wager a new bet. This is the game I put 
before you, oh great and terrible Maze. You—” 

“You needn’t be so sarcastic about it.” 

She ignored his interruption. “You shall endeavor to destroy the 
human world as you have wished to do for so very long. Perhaps you 
shall even endeavor to destroy Tir n’Aill, or any other place whose 
name I do not know. You will scheme, you will plot, and you will 
position yourself to wreak the bloody war for which you have 
hungered for so long.” 

He stared at her flatly. “And this is different from what I was just 
doing...how, exactly?” 

“For it shall be a war only between us. No soldiers. No slaughter. 
You shall do all you can to destroy all the worlds before you, and I 
shall do all in my power to ensure that you do not succeed. I shall be 
there to stop you, at every turn. Each time you raise an axe to an 
innocent, I shall attempt to still its blow.” 

“Just the two of us?” Sapphire eyes flicked between hers. 

“Just the two of us.” 

“T will defeat you.” His lips quirked in a faint smile. 

“You will try.” She lifted his hand and placed his palm over her 
heart, pressing it there. “You are my friend, and you are my enemy. 
You are my hunter, and you are my lover. And I—” Her voice cracked, 
and she forced herself through it. “And if I were to watch you die, I 
would join you in the grave but a moment later.” 

He snaked his other hand into her hair, cradling the back of her 
head, and pulled her to him. She fell half into his lap, one of his wings 
pulling her the rest of the way. He kissed her, rough and bruising, as if 
their brawl had merely taken another form. 

When he broke away, her heart was pounding for another reason. 

“Perhaps...” He grinned, the first glimmer of his wickedness 
shining through. “Perhaps I can be convinced. Especially if my 


consolation prize is this.” His sharp nails pricked her scalp as he 
tightened his grasp in her hair, pulling her in for another unstoppable 
kiss. 

She wondered if he meant to take her then and there. 

She wondered if she would mind. 

He broke away, and with a wavering and shuddering breath, he 
pulled her into an embrace she thought might crush the air from her 
lungs. “Clever. Very well. I accept your game, Seelie Queen. You and I 
shall be forever seeking to undo the other. Without our armies.” His 
fingers found the laces of her dress and began to pull them loose, one 
and a time. She did not stop him as he yanked her forward roughly, 
straddling his lap. 

He bent his knees, and the talons of his wing took the place of his 
hand as he pulled her hair back, making her take in a gasp of air as it 
stung. Oh, but it felt glorious. She shut her eyes, giving in. 

The growl that left him was feral and far different than those from 
before. He pulled her gown from her body, tossing it aside, and 
descended upon her with hands and lips, with scraping claws and 
nipping teeth. 

It was not long before he was pressing inside her, stretching her, 
filling her, making her whimper and mewl as he pulled her hips 
roughly to his, demanding entry. 

Surrender. 

That was what the Morrigan had commanded she do from the very 
beginning. 

Surrender, and become his prey. 

And that was what she was. The deer to his wolf. She met the lift 
of his hips with a roll of her own, not bothering to count the rungs of 
his piercings as they bored their way home inside of her. 

“Not so tiny,” she gasped, pressing her hand to her abdomen, 
feeling him slide inside her. 

He chuckled, dusky and thick, and pulled her head down to devour 
her lips in a kiss once more. When they parted, he was watching her 
with adoration, love, and awe in his sapphire eyes. 

She smiled down at him, before whimpering his name as he hit 
somewhere deep inside. 

“My little witch...my Seelie Queen. No matter what we shall 
endure. No matter what becomes of us. My sunlight. My glowing 
blossoms. My living heart. I will not stop until I defeat you. And I will 
relish every moment I fail. I love you.” 

Her moonlight. Her bone, and her blood, and the promise of sharp 
teeth and the tear of claws. Yes. This was how it should be. Like this— 
together, in this dance or any other. They would be together. 

She placed her palm over the symbol over his heart. “And I love 


you...my Maze of Shadows.” 


EPILOGUE 


6c 
It is not peace.” Abigail looked out at the Sunlit Court. Many had 


died. Many were wounded. But they were all still alive. “It is simply a 
smaller war. A personal one. He could not be dissuaded, and he never 
will. But the Unseelie King has agreed that until he defeats me, no 
others shall suffer his conquest.” 

Puck snickered. “Conquest. Right.” He grabbed invisible hips in 
front of him and thrust his own forward. 

She slapped him upside the head. 

“Ooow,” he whined as he rubbed the site of the impact. 

“Regardless.” She walked away from him toward the golden throne. 
“There shall be no war with the Unseelie. No prisoners shall be taken. 
If they walk in the daylight, they are to be treated as what they are— 
our brethren. If they seek trouble, we shall defend ourselves. But this 
struggle between our people ends now.” 

There were murmurs amongst the courtiers, but no objections. If 
she were not mistaken, many of them wore looks of relief. Though it 
was hard when many of them did not have human faces. 

“And if some Seelie seek...relations with the Unseelie?” Uri asked. 
Her friend and hearth elf had joined the Din’Lae. Though she was now 
a high-ranking Seelie, she still wore an apron spattered with flour. The 
elf was married, and happily so. But Abigail had caught her glancing 
at Lord Bayodan more than once. The idea made her smile. 

“I can hardly cast judgement on such a thing, can I? Valroy and I 
shall remain together, though our work to undo the schemes of the 
other will regularly find us at odds. I can hardly fault someone for 
sleeping in the arms of an Unseelie.” She chuckled, and several others 
joined her. “Let them. There will always be some manner of trouble, I 
am certain. And we shall deal with it when it happens. But let there be 
peace between us.” 

The man made of rock who had opposed her taking the crown 
stepped forward and put his hand over his heart. “Hail, Queen 
Abigail.” He was joined by the others, celebrating her name as they 
pledged their loyalty to her. 

She ran her fingers over the arm of the throne and smiled faintly. 
She did not want it. She did not ask for it. But it was hers. 

After a moment of hesitation, she sat upon the golden throne. 

For she was the Seelie Queen. 


ANFAR RECLINED upon the shore of the rocky island off the coast of 
what was now called Wales. He did not care for human names of 
places. They were mostly garbled to his ears. He was sitting upon the 
rocks, bare down to his trousers, and watched the waves crash in. 

Coughing, he took one of his sharp nails and picked at his teeth. A 
small, twisted piece of metal came away. Not iron but steel. Irritating, 
but not nearly as deadly, though it still contained some of the metal 
that troubled him and his kind. 

Ships had ceased to simply be made of wood, rope, copper, and 
cloth. Now they were enormous, chugging monstrosities of metal and 
burning coal. “Steam powered engines,” Lord Gregory had explained 
to him one day. He did not have the will or the ability to listen to the 
beheaded man for very long before he found himself debating the 
nature of the tablecloth instead. 

But regardless, the humans had continued their expansions, and he 
had continued to devour a ship or two from time to time for a laugh. 
Though with the brewing chaos of some manner of war between the 
humans, he decided it was best to allow the mortal idiots to rip 
themselves apart for a change. 

He smiled as a seal came ashore, before it shifted and changed, 
taking the shape of a man. He straightened, pulled the pelt over his 
shoulders, and walked up the shore to where Anfar sat, flashing a 
broad grin. “There you are! I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” 
Perin sat heavily on the rock next to him, leaning back, and pulled out 
what looked like a tattered and soggy lump of paper with ink scrawled 
all over it. Some of it was running, but some was still visible. 

“What is that?” 

“A newspaper.” He opened it, flicking a bit of pulp away from his 
finger. “Though I don’t think it holds up to ocean water.” 

“Little does.” Anfar looked back out over the ocean waves. 

“What are you doing out here?” 

“Sunbathing.” After a pause, he smirked, revealing his joke. 

Perin laughed and set the soggy newspaper aside with a wet slap, 
forgetting his foolish goal of attempting to read the sodden thing. He 
nudged Anfar, and he had no problem answering the selkie’s urging. 

Grasping Perin by the hair, he pulled the selkie into a rough kiss. 
But his control over the situation did not last long. It never did. Perin 
growled against his lips and threw him onto his back. The stone bit 
into his skin, though he did not mind. He watched as Perin eagerly 
tore the trousers from his body, leaving him bare. 

He would never cease to be amazed at the selkie. 

He would never cease to love him. 


“The humans are going to war,” Perin murmured down to him as 
his hand wrapped around Anfar’s member, idly stroking it. Though it 
did not need any encouragement to be ready for his attentions. “All of 
them.” 

“Let them.” 

“T think Valroy has something to do with it.” 

Anfar chuckled and leaned his head back against the stone. “Please 
do not bring up his name ever again while you have your hand around 
my cock, lover.” 

Perin laughed and leaned down to kiss Anfar once more, deeper 
than before, pressing his body close to his. Anfar slipped a hand 
between them, eager to feel the selkie buried deep inside him. He 
wanted the pleasant burn, the blissful pressure. The dance they did so 
well. 

Let Valroy have his schemes. Let Abigail intervene to stop him. 

Let the storms come and go as they always did. 

For he found someone who would weather them by his side. And 
what more could a sea monster ask for? 


ABIGAIL HANDED Bayodan the small piece of fractured glass she had 
found deep in the woods earlier that day. The goat king smiled, and 
with a movement that only slightly belied how eager he was, and not 
nearly as patient as he always pretended to be, he walked to the bed 
at the far end of the cave in which he dwelled. 

Upon which sat a creature made of glass. 

Who smiled at her as she approached, though most of their face 
was still missing and struggling to take shape. “Abigail?” 

She smiled wider. “You remember me.” 

“Each—” They sighed as Bayodan added the broken glass shard to 
the rest. “Each fragment helps.” 

“We will see you mended, my love.” Bayodan leaned forward to 
kiss Cruinn’s forehead. “We will see it done, no matter how long it 
takes.” He grimaced momentarily. “I caught Puck flossing with a piece 
the other day.” 

She sighed. “You know he is only doing that to annoy you. If it 
truly upset you, he would not do it.” She rubbed her hand along the 
goat king’s back. “He is merely—what does he call it?—‘Pushing your 
buttons.’ It is a game of sport.” She sat on the edge of the bed and 
reached out for Cruinn’s hand, gently taking it. It pricked at her skin, 
as they were not quite yet in mastery of their body. It would take 
time. They had already come so far in such a relatively short period of 
time. 


“I do not think we will ever find them all.” Bayodan shook his 
head. 

“But we will find enough.” She leaned her head on the bigger 
man’s remaining arm and shut her eyes. “And enough is just that. 
Enough.” 

He kissed the top of her head. “Truer words, my queen. Truer 
words.” 


HUBERT HAD to double back down the road after driving up the lane 
on the way home from town. What he had seen had sat with him for 
too long, and he wanted to make sure he hadn’t been losing his mind. 
As he turned the truck around, shifting it into the only gear it had that 
was not reverse, he sighed. The missus would be mightily upset for 
him for using the gas. The crown was putting a restriction on petrol, 
what with the looming conflict and all. But he wanted to make sure 
that nothing was the matter. 

It was not often that one saw a young woman sitting upon a rock 
wall by themselves, with nothing in either direction for miles but 
grass and woods, and the stretch of the moors beyond. 

And sure enough, halfway back to town, there she was. He pulled 
over on the side of the dirt road and turned the engine off. Climbing 
out of the truck, he walked up to her, though he found himself 
suddenly wary to do so. 

She looked harmless enough. 

But the antique-looking rifle slung over her shoulder probably 
wasn’t. 

“Miss?” he called out to her as he approached, slowing his steps. 

She turned her head to him and smiled what might have been the 
most beautiful expression he had ever seen. His cheeks instantly 
turned red. He was a married man. A happily married man. With 
children. 

But the stunning young woman who sat on the wall? Something 
about her...it seemed to reach inside him and captivate him from just 
that one simple smile of hers. She was gorgeous, yes, with long garnet 
hair that dangled down her back in messy braids. Red flowers that 
looked almost like poinsettia were tucked haphazardly between the 
coils. 

But something in those pale green eyes, that almost looked like the 
shade of moss in the sunlight, seemed to rip his heart right out of him 
and drop it on the ground in front of her. He knew if she said the 
word, he would abandon his life and follow her wherever she wanted 
to go. 


“Hello, stranger,” she greeted him. Her accent was thick, though it 
sounded somewhat local. “Hope I didn’t bother you.” 

“N—no.” He coughed, clearing his throat. He sounded like a 
foolish lad, a jittery schoolboy meeting his first crush. “Merely 
worried. Are you lost?” 

“Not in the slightest. But your concern is not unappreciated.” She 
looked back out at the field. “Tell me, did a house used to stand 
here?” She pointed off into the rolling grass. “Just about there, near 
where that copse of trees now grows?” 

“T think so.” He glanced around. “Oh. Yes, actually. Or at least, so 
the legend says.” 

“Legend?” Her eyes lit up. “I love legends! Tell me the story.” She 
swung her leg over the wall to straddle the stacked stones and face 
him. 

“Well, way back when, there was a small cottage that stood there. 
You can still find the foundation if you push through the grass long 
enough. It was a farm owned by a witch who was double-crossed by 
her husband, they say. He sold the house right out from under her. 
She cursed the house and all the land. It burned down one day, and no 
crops ever grew again.” 

“Really?” She blinked. “No crops? Shame for the man who bought 
the house. I suppose he had nothing to do with the arse the witch had 
married.” 

“T suppose not.” He laughed. “They say nothing’ll ever grow there, 
even to this day. Though, now and then, you do find a stray goat 
wandering the area, eating the grass. Nobody can catch him, no 
matter how hard you try, and if you follow him into the woods, you'll 
never come back.” 

“A ghost goat?” She grinned wide, shaking her head in disbelief. 
“How wonderful. Maybe the goat is a fairy, sent from the Tuatha de 
Dannan, to warn people away from the witch’s rightful property.” 

“Maybe.” 

“Or maybe someone just needs to tie up their livestock better.” She 
laughed. It was such a playful, happy sound that he found himself 
joining in effortlessly. 

“Why do you ask? About the house, I mean?” 

“Oh, my family came from here, a long time ago. Our family 
legend goes that I am related to the witch who lived here. I was even 
named after her.” She extended her hand to him. “Abby. Pleasure to 
meet you.” 

“Hubert.” He smiled sheepishly as he shook her hand. It felt nice. 
Very nice. “Related to the witch, eh? You’re not a witch yourself, are 
you?” 

“Might be. Might also be something worse.” She winked at him, 


and he wondered if his heart had just skipped a beat. “You never 
know, I hear there are still fae in these parts if you go deep enough 
into the wilderness.” 

“T don’t dare find out for myself, truth be told.” 

“Good man.” She smirked. 

“If you don’t mind my asking, what’s the gun for?” 

“Hum? Oh, this thing?” She lifted her shoulder, indicating the rifle 
in question. The barrel looked like it was made out of silver, though 
Hubert knew no such thing was possible. Perhaps it was just plated to 
look that way. It was etched with symbols and crawling lines that he 
had never seen before. Whatever it was, it looked very old and very 
expensive. “Borrowed from a friend.” 

“Oh. But—” 

“BORK!” 

He screamed like a child and jumped a foot in the air, gripping his 
chest as though worried his heart might just be about to make a 
sudden exit out the front. “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!” 

A dog sat at his feet. A large and scruffy shepherd of some kind. He 
was panting happily, grinning from ear to ear, as if amused by his 
fear. His tongue was rolled out the side of his mouth, and his tail was 
eagerly thumping on the dirt road. 

A large stick now lay at Hubert’s feet. 

He blinked. 

The dog barked again. 

“Tf you don’t throw it, he’ll never give up.” Abby chuckled. “Puck’s 
a monster that way.” 

“Puck, eh?” He leaned down and picked up the stick. The dog 
instantly jumped to his feet and started bouncing on his front paws, 
hopping up and down in sheer exuberance. “Good name for a dog.” 

“T keep telling him that, but he keeps acting like it’s an insult.” 

Hubert barely registered her comment as he whipped the stick over 
the wall and into the field, watching as the big dog easily vaulted the 
stones and galloped off into the tall grass, hunting for the stick. 

Abby reached out to take his hand again, and when he gave it to 
her, she squeezed it. “I wish you a happy life. A happy marriage, and 
many children. Be blessed, Hubert. And live well.” 

“J—um. I...thank you?” 

She grinned and winked. “Never say that to the fae.” She hopped 
off the wall toward the field and began to strike off in the direction 
her dog went, who was now only visible as a wagging tail in the grass. 
“Tt was nice to meet you, Hubert, but I’m afraid I need to get going.” 

“Wait!” he called after her. “You never did tell me what the gun 
was for!” 

“You're right. I didn’t.” She glanced over her shoulder at him as 


she kept walking, a playful if somewhat feral grin on her face. “I’m 
going boar hunting.” 

He looked away for just a second, thinking he heard something 
rustle close to his truck. When he looked back...she was gone. 

No one was there. 

Just the whisper of wind in the moors. 

And the sensation that he very much needed to get back home to 
his wife. 


Finis. 
Thank you very much for reading “Maze of Shadows,” 
And I truly hope you enjoyed. 
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